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MY DAD'S BEST FRIEND 


Three weeks. 


Three weeks house sitting and keeping an eye on Marie 
while her parents are away, and I’m supposed to keep away. 


No, there’s no way. 


I value my friendship with her father. He’s always had my 
back and I’ve always had his, but this isn’t something that I 
can play a friendship role with. 


I need her. 


Friend’s daughter or not, she’s mine. I'll have her all to 
myself. Whatever it takes. 


My best friend’s daughter is mine, whether he likes it or 
not. 


*My Dad's Best Friend is an insta-everything, crazy 
standalone instalove romance with a HEA, no cheating, and 
no cliffhanger. 


NEWSLETTER 


Get a free, new, original story NOW by joining my mailing 
list and staying subscribed. 


CLICK HERE >> Get a FREE book now 


CHAPTER ONE 


“Dad, we have to go,” I say, trying to keep my voice even 
and not look around. I don’t want that guy, Cam, to know 
that I see him looking at me. I’ve seen him more than 
enough to know that it’s not a coincidence. I don’t want to 
use the s-word on anyone, but it’s the only one fitting for 
this guy: stalker. 


“We’ve just ordered dessert,” Dad protests across the table 
from me. 


“We’ll get some fro-yo on the way home,” I say, forcing a 
smile. “I probably shouldn’t eve have dessert anyway. Gotta 
watch my figure.” 


I stand from our table in the outdoor seating of the mall’s 
food court. Dad and I love coming to this restaurant, the 
only place that has table service here. It’s always been our 
spot at the mall, my compromise to him for letting me drag 
him and his credit card with me while I go shopping. It’s 
surrounded by potted palm trees which provide shade and 


make it feel just a little bit cooler than being outside the 
walls of the mall. 


I try not to look over at the hooded figure in the shade 
across the food court, whose eyes I can feel on me as I 
move. I wish I had brought a sweater or a coat. I feel 
exposed, knowing he’s watching me, like all my parts are on 
display. I cross my arms and turn my body, trying to get Dad 
to follow me. 


“Sit down, Marie,” he says. “Let’s just relax and enjoy the 
rest of our lunch together, alright? You’ve only just got back 
from college and I need to spend some time catching up 
with my little girl.” 


There it is. ‘My little girl.’ It’s the phrase that gets me every 
time. I’m an only child and now that I’ve flown the nest for 
college, my parents keep reminding me how hard my 
absence has been on them. They’re good parents, which 
makes it hard not to give in when they pull out these kinds 
of stops. 


I stump down in my chair, trying to make myself as small as 
possible. 


“What’s the matter with you?” Dad asks as I hide my face. 
“Are you embarrassed to be seen with me or something?” 


I shake my head. “No,” I say, remembering the days when I 
couldn’t wait to get away from him or mom. “I’m not 
fourteen anymore. I don’t get embarrassed by my parents.” 


“Then what’s going on with you?” 
“Fine,” I huff. 


I glance in Cam’s direction, though I can’t see him anymore. 
I can only hope he’s left, though in the past, I’ve not been so 
lucky. “There was this guy on campus and we had a couple 


of classes together. He talked to me during one of them, 
and it turns out that we’re both from here. Cam, I think his 
name is. Anyway, our classes together took place in the first 
quarter of the year, and I’ve seen him everywhere since.” 


“Tt’s a guy you like that you don’t want me to meet, is that 
it?” 


“No,” I urge. “No, not like that. He’s all over the place. Like, 
weirdly all over the place.” 


“So what?” Dad asks. “Campuses aren’t as big as you think 
they are. And if he’s from here, you’re bound to run into 
him.” 


“No, I mean I see him everywhere,” I hiss. “All the time. I 
would see him at the gym, but he doesn’t actually go to the 
gym. He’d just sit there. I would see him at the library, and 
he would come into the coffee shop where I was working 
and just sit in the corner during my shift and then leave 
before I finished.” 


“Are you Saying you have a stalker?” 


I wince at the term, hearing it said out loud. I nod. “Yeah, I 
think I do.” 


His brow furrows as he presses his lips together, looking at 
the table. I don’t want to worry Dad. I was glad to leave 
Cam behind at college, but now that he’s still following me 
around on my home turf, I don’t know what to do. 


I didn’t want to tell Dad about it in the first place. I’m afraid 
he won’t want me going back to school. I don’t even know 
what I want to get a degree in, but I know that I need one if 
I’m going to get through life, and I can’t do that if Dad tells 
me I can’t keep up my studies. 


I try not to look as unnerved at seeing Cam as I feel, though 
I want to look around and see if he’s still around. As my 
eyes dart around the food court, I know I look sketchy. And 
it’s not making Dad feel any better. 


“Maybe we should go to the police about this,” he says, 
looking around to follow my gaze. 


“He’s gone, Dad,” I say, hoping I’m not lying. “But I can’t go 
to the police. I tried. There’s not a whole lot they can do. I 
mean, for one, I don’t even have his full name to report 
him.” 


Dad bounces his knee under the table, making him and the 
surface shake as he thinks. “I don’t like this.” 


“How do you think I feel?” 


“No, I don’t like that we’re going away and you have a 
stalker who’s followed you home from college.” 


A slice of cheesecake and coffee arrive for Dad, and I lean 
back to make space for the waitress who puts down my 
bowl of raspberry sorbet and fruit. I don’t want to be having 
this conversation. I don’t want to think about the guy I’ve 
been debating reporting to campus security for the better 
part of the school year, and now have to worry about in my 
hometown. 


I ignore that Dad even said anything as we both take our 
first bites of dessert. I’m aware of how I’m holding my 
spoon, and how I’m actually putting the food in my mouth 
so as not to give that Cam guy any ideas, if he’s somehow 
still watching me. 


Dad sighs. “No,” he says, poking at the cheesecake with his 
fork. “I’m not leaving you on your own while we’re in 
Alaska.” 


“Don’t cancel because of me,” I say. “You guys have been 
saving up for this forever. I’m fine. I mean, Cam’s creepy, 
but he’s harmless. He’s not going to do anything.” 


“You don’t know that. You don’t know this guy, and if he’s 
been following you around like you say he has, then he must 
want something. We’re not leaving you alone. But, your 
Mom and I are not canceling our cruise, either.” 


He taps the plate with his fork while he thinks. 


I’m twenty years old and he’s trying to come up with a 
babysitter for me, I think. How is this my life right now? 


Dad nods to himself, as if he’s been in a discussion about his 
options. “That’ll work. I’m going to see if Conner is willing 
to stay at the house while we’re gone.” 


“Conner?” I blurt out louder than I meant to. I clear my 
throat, as if somehow that’ll mask the excitement in my 
voice. My face grows warm as I blush and struggle to 
breathe. 


Conner. His very name simultaneously sends chills through 
me and heats up every part of me. The man I’ve secretly 
had my eye on for years. Conner. Dad’s best friend from 
college. And Dad’s suggesting that he stay with me? Alone? 
In our house? By ourselves? For three whole weeks? 
Conner? 


I focus on my sorbet as Dad pulls out his phone, trying not 
to show the red I can feel creeping into my face. 


“T thought he was in Europe,” I say as casually as I can. 


“He just got back a few days ago,” Dad says, scrolling 
through his phone. “This might work out. I was hoping to 
see him and catch up with him before we took off. This’ll kill 
two birds with one stone.” 


I pull the bowl of sorbet closer to me, feeling hot enough to 
melt it just by looking at it. I’ve had a crush on Conner since 
I understood the difference between a boy and a man, since 
I was at least fifteen. But I’m just his friend’s kid. I’ll likely 
always just be his friend’s kid to him. 


But I’m not a kid any more. I’m a college student. Legal 
age, and I know I’m not bad to look at, either. I’ve matured. 
I’m just over twenty, and despite being a virgin, I know I 
can handle a man like Conner. And if I can’t, my god do I 
want to go down trying. That is, if I could just get Conner to 
see me as more than the girl he used to fly as an airplane 
when she was in diapers. 


I haven’t seen him in a few years. He’s been somewhere 
abroad, calling from time to time around the holidays. I feel 
like every time Dad mentions him, he’s in a different 
country, doing whatever it is he does. Conner’s job title 
sounds like a lot of business words that don’t actually mean 
anything. 


So many times I’ve thought of what it would be like to be on 
the beach in Spain with him, or wine tasting in the south of 
France, or hiking in the Highlands. I doubt he’s done any of 
those things while he was away, but then again, maybe he 
has. He’s a rough man when he’s casual. But I’ve seen him 
take business calls, and he always changes his demeanor, 
turning into someone suave. It’s like there are two sides of 
him that are completely different from one another, other 
than belonging to that strong, intense, manly body of his. 


I don’t even hear what Dad’s saying on the phone. I’m too 
wrapped up in the idea that I might have three weeks to 
myself with Conner, and who knows what can happen in 
that time? 


I stuff that thought away. This is just one fantasy that isn’t 
going to play out. No matter how many times I’ve fantasized 


about it. I’m just a kid to him, his friend’s kid. Besides, he 
could get any woman he wants just by glancing at them. 
He’s not going to be interested in playing babysitter to me 
for a few weeks, and he’s certainly not going to be 
interested in spreading my legs and showing me how a man 
is supposed to take a woman. 


Not a chance. 


CHAPTER TWO 


( onner 


I didn’t think much of it when John asked me to come house 
sit and look out for his daughter while he and Kath go on 
their Alaskan cruise. Since coming back from Europe, my 
time has been spent catching up on sleep in a hotel and 
trying to line up a condo to live in and my next clients to 
work with, and even that, I’ve been half assing. My time 
abroad brought in enough cash that I can take some time 
off to enjoy myself and recover from the stress of work and 
travel, and readjust to the American way of life. 


How I’ve missed it. 


No matter how many rugby or soccer matches I watched, 
there’s nothing that beats American football or even 
baseball. Give me baseball over cricket any day of the week. 


I pull up to the familiar house. Kath and John bought it 
when they were expecting Marie. I thought it was 
extravagant at first, but now that I’m older, I can see that 
it’s the perfect family home. One I would want to raise my 
own family in if I ever get around to having one. 


I’m beginning to doubt that path is on my horizon. Pushing 
forty, I’ve almost given up on finding the one, or even 
looking. I haven’t been out ‘on the pull’ as the Brits say ina 
few years, not wanting to waste my time or energy on a 
woman who isn’t a candidate for a diamond ring from me. 


Some men are lucky, and find their sweetheart when 
they’re young, like John. Some men are just like me. 


I ring the doorbell to find John on the other side of the door. 
“Hey stranger,” he says opening his arms for an embrace. 
“Long time no see,” I say. 


“Tell me about it. Hey, thanks for doing this,” John says, 
lowering his voice. “I mean, I’m sure it’s nothing. Marie has 
a flare for the dramatic sometimes, but just incase...” 


“You know I’m always here for you if you need me.” I pat 
him on the back and pull out of the hug, looking beyond 
John into the house. 


And there she is. 


Marie emerges from the hallway under the stairs, her 
auburn hair thick and wavy, bouncing in time with her 
perky breasts under the loos fabric of her white, summer 
dress. Her tanned legs are bare, long and delicious, a 
beautiful stark contrast to her white-painted toenails. 


I move myself away from John, feeling the blood rush to my 
cock at the sight of her, feeling every ounce of want I’ve 
ever had for a woman gather and multiply at the brief 
sighting of little Marie, all grown up. 


Only one thought is on my mind. She is mine. Right here 
under this roof is my woman, waiting for me to claim her. 


I’ve had women before. I’ve wanted them, and had fun 
pursuing them. But I’ve never known that one belongs to 
me, never felt the territorial urge that’s gripping me right 
now. I’ve never wanted to possess another being as badly as 
I do Marie. And I’ve never felt such intense arousal at so 
brief a sighting. 


And the one I want to possess is Marie, my best friend’s 
daughter. I know it’s what I need to remember to behave 
myself, but all I can think about is feeling her skin under my 
fingertips as I explore every curve under that dress, and 
seeing her mouth open for me as I part her legs. 


Fuck I’m getting hard just thing about it. 


I bring my bag in front of me, concealing my cock from her 
father. 


“Marie,” John says, calling after his daughter who’s 
disappeared into the kitchen. “Conner’s here.” 


Her head pops out of the kitchen before the rest of her 
follows, moving towards the entry hall of the house. Her 
eyes are bright, welcoming, blue and dilated above her 
smile. Her lips are painted a pale pink, and her blue eyes 
sparkle almost as much as the diamond I envision giving 
her. I wonder if she knows that she wants me yet, or if PU 
have to convince her. 


“Hey,” she says, shyly. 


“Hey yourself,” I say. I step forward and give her a hug, like 
I always have. I resist pressing myself against her, letting 
her know just what I think of this grown up version of her. 
Instead, I breathe her in, hungering for the floral scent 
surrounding her, muted by vanilla. I have never wanted to 
taste a woman the way I want to taste her. 


“Come on in,” John says. “Let’s get you a beer and you can 
tell us all about Germany.” 


“I was in many countries,” I say, straightening myself and 
keeping my bag in place. “But Germany wasn’t one of 
them.” 


“Then tell us about the rest,” he laughs. 


Marie turns away from us, leading the way, and I can make 
out the curve of her ass and the lining of little white panties 
against it. I want to pull them off with my teeth. 


I wonder if she’ll look this beautiful when I fill her with my 
seed, make her ripe with my babies. I wonder if she’ll be 
one of those women who gets bigger in all the right places. 
It doesn’t matter. I already know that I'll want her no 
matter what state she’s in. 


She is the woman I’ve been looking for. She is the one who 
I’ve been celibate for all these years, waiting to come into 
my life. She is the one I’m hungry for. 


Three weeks. Three weeks house sitting and keeping an eye 
on Marie while her parents are away, and I’m supposed to 
keep away. 


No, there’s no way. I value my friendship with John. He’s 
always had my back and I’ve always had his, but this isn’t 
something that I can play a friendship role with. I need her. 
His daughter is mine, whether he likes it or not. And once I 
push my seed into her and watch her grow ripe with my 
child, and John sees his first grand baby—well, if he hasn’t 
accepted it by then, he will when he holds his grandson. 


I know where the guest room is, and make my way there to 
put my bag down and settle my hard on. I push against it 
though my pants, as if touching myself will help. 


Marie is setting the table with Kath when I come back 
downstairs to join my friend’s family. 


“Let me get you a drink,” John says. 


Kath passes me, putting her hands on my shoulders and 
pushing herself onto her tiptoes to kiss me on the cheek on 
her way to the kitchen. “Hi, Conner.” 


“Hey, Kath,” I say, seeing the similarities between her and 
her daughter. I always knew John had married out of his 
league, but it wasn’t until I saw Marie that I knew just how 
far out of his league. Kath was a good-looking woman, 
never my type, but anyone who could make something as 
gorgeous as their daughter must be a touch divine. 


“Beer?” John presses on. “Scotch? Coke?” 


“Beer,” I say. “Haven’t been able to get enough of the local 
stuff since I came home.” 


I sit at the table, despite usually preferring to stand. 
Watching Marie move about the kitchen like a pixie, her 
dress flowing as it dips low, but not low enough to show the 
top of her breasts, is enough to get me hard again, erasing 
my efforts in the privacy of the guest room. Watching the 
cloth come up just under her ass as she reaches for glasses 
in the cupboard is a painful reminder of my abstinence by 
choice. 


I have always imagined that I would happily let everyone 
know when I found her, the one, that she was mine, by 
whatever display it took. I didn’t factor in that it would be 
my oldest and best friend’s daughter who would be getting 
my dick to jerk under the table. 


I can’t trust myself to talk without betraying my growing 
need for Marie. So, I keep silent for the most part, using 
only one-word answers in response where I can until John 


gets the hint and begins filling me in on life in the 
southwest while I’ve been gone. 


The family settles at the table around me, Kath and John 
taking the two heads of the table while Marie faces me. 
Dinner and a show. 


Watching her eat is an erotic sight to say the least, the way 
her tongue reaches out to meet her food before she lets it 
into her mouth, like she needs to be assured it’s worthy of 
entering her. Good girl. Her body is a temple. And I’m the 
only one worthy. She won’t think twice before letting me in 
her mouth, into her body. And I intend on filling every part 
of her. 


Her gestures and motions are almost dainty, like she truly 
intends to examine anything that goes into her, questioning 
it. It dawns on me. She’s a virgin. She has to be. No woman 
who has had a man in her the way she needs one would be 
this gentle with what goes inside her. 


The thought that I could be the one to take her cherry, to be 
the first to push into her tiny, womanly frame was almost 
enough to make me explode in my jeans. I almost excuse 
myself to splash some cold water on my face in the 
bathroom, but think better of it. There’s no way my erection 
is going to go unnoticed. 


Instead, I drink my beer and do my best to stop watching 
Marie, even when she slowly licks the ice cream from her 
spoon at dessert, her eyes locked on me, her tongue 
swirling around the vanilla lump. I have to keep my gaze 
anywhere but her. I’m on the edge of standing up and 
throwing her over my shoulder and taking her to a 
bedroom and showing her what else she can do with this 
tongue, and what I can do with mine. 


The dinner is painful, but I get through it, excuse myself to 
go to bed, and run my hand over my cock as I remember 
Marie’s sweet little mouth toying with her ice cream. 


Friend’s daughter or not, she’s mine. I'll have her all to 
myself. I’ll push myself deep inside her, fill her with my seed 
and claim her. Whatever it takes. 


CHAPTER TAREE 


Dinner last night with my parents was awkward. It should 
have been like any family get together. Conner used to 
come over all the time before he went to Europe, and the 
time he spent with us was always relaxed and easy, despite 
my crush on him. 


However, last night, with both of my parents there and 
feeling as charged by his presence as I was, as I still am, the 
dinner was intense. 


I couldn’t take my eyes off him, and to make matters worse, 
Conner would glance at me and then wink. I know that it’s 
just what he does because I’m me, and that it was just 
friendly. But despite whatever innocence there might have 
been behind his eyes, heat would rush through me and I felt 
my panties get just a little bit wetter. In the end, I had to 
excuse myself and go hang out in my room just so I could 
cool myself down and get a change of underwear. 


This morning isn’t any better. 


I promised to drive my parents to the airport to catch their 
flight to Washington for their cruise. I don’t do well with 
mornings at the best of times. This morning, as soon as I 
turn my alarm clock off I’m aware of the ache of want 
between my legs as images of Conner come fluttering into 
my mind. 


I need to calm down, I tell myself. This is going to be a long 
three weeks if I’m this riled up and it hasn’t even been 
twelve hours yet. 


I peak out the door to make sure there’s no one in the 
bathroom before I scurry across the hall to do my business. 
I wash my hands in cool water, which does the trick, chilling 
me out enough that I feel like I can act like a normal human 
being. 


I make my way down the stairs, down the entry hall and to 
the kitchen then freeze, unable to make myself go any 
further. 


I expected to see my parents in the kitchen, not the 
shirtless man, holding a newspaper while his muscles bulge 
as they hold a cup of coffee to his lips. 


Holy fuck. 
I am definitely awake now. 


“Good morning,” he says with that deep voice of his that 
rumbles through him like thunder. Every time I think of it, I 
feel weak in the knees and wetter in my panties. There is 
something to the way he moves his mouth that gives me 
goosebumps. 


“Morning,” I manage to get out, unable to take my eyes off 
his chest, a swirl of dark hair in the center of it, contoured 
with muscle. I’d seen him plenty of times as a kid with his 
shirt off when he came with us to the waterslides or to the 


lake. But that was before my crush, before I knew him as 
the object of my fantasies. 


I clear my throat, trying to jolt myself from his hypnotic 
body so I could act somewhat normal. I reached for the 
coffee pot. 


“Did you sleep alright?” I ask, trying to keep my mind from 
picturing him in a bed, beckoning me toward him with a 
sheet draped over his tasty parts like a Greek god. 


“The jet lag is still getting to me,” he says. “I haven’t had a 
good night’s rest in at least a week.” 


“What’s the time difference?” I ask. 


“T was in Italy before coming back, which is an eight hours 
difference.” 


“T see,” I say. As I hold my cup of coffee to my face, feeling 
the warm steam wash over it, I realize that Conner is 
staring right at me, watching me in my pajamas with my 
morning drink, my hair thrown up in a messy bun, just as 
intently as he would if I were some woman out on a club 
dance floor. 


Is he into me? Or am I imagining this? 


The thought that perhaps he’s hungering for me as much as 
I’m hungering for him makes me blush, and I turn away 
from him. 


“I’m going to go get ready to take these crazy kids to the 
airport,” I say, leaving the kitchen in as calm of a rush as I 
can muster. 


I can’t stand being in the house any longer. I don’t know 
what to do with Conner around. His eyes follow me 
whenever I pass by in the house, no matter where he is, like 
he’s taken the directive to watch me far too seriously. When 
I do something else, I can hear him on the phone on 
business calls, doing whatever it is he does. I’ve never 
known. I only know that it seems like he has a fairly 
disposable income. 


“I’m going to take off,” I say as I stuff my keys in my purse. 
“T need a swimsuit for the summer.” 


“Alright then,” he says as he stands from the armchair in 
the living room. 


“You don’t have to come,” I say, though I want him to. I have 
images of modeling the bikinis I pick out for him, and of him 
unable to contain himself and taking me in the dressing 
room. 


“I’m going to come,” he says, his voice rumbling in his 
chest. 


I think of him saying those words in my ear as his body 
convulses against mine and he pushes himself into me. I can 
feel a throbbing between my legs, and more wetness 
soaking my panties at the thought. I decide that I need to 
get changed before I try on any swim suites. 


“Alright then,” I say. “Give me a sec and we'll go.” 


I rush to my room and pull down my shorts and panties, 
seeing the creaminess left on the cloth. I need to get a hold 
of myself. I can’t get this worked up around Conner. I 
decide to opt for a skirt, picking a pale yellow one that’s 
lose enough that when the wind catches it, I need to make 
sure I don’t flash everyone, but close enough to my knees 


that I won’t be seen as inviting, or at least, no more than 
anyone else. 


Except I want to be inviting. I want the wind to catch my 
skirt and let it drift up to show what I’m hiding to Conner, 
and for him to move toward me, to cover me up, and hold 
me against him, and let me feel that hard on he was 
sporting at the table last night. 


Fuck that thing was massive. Js massive. 


I rummage in my drawer, searching for a thong, anything 
that might get his attention if the wind does decide to kick 
up. My clit is already nudging me with want, urging me to 
give it some attention. I’m tempted, and I wonder how 
Conner would feel if he smelled my desire for him on me. 


I feel dirty in a delicious way thinking about letting my 
fingers probe me while the man I’m fantasizing about waits 
for me downstairs. 


I need to take a shower, | think to myself. I’m getting way 
too hot. 


I shake it off, before checking myself in the mirror and 
heading downstairs. 


Conner stands at the bottom of the stairs, his hands in his 
jeans pockets, a black button-up shirt unbuttons low 
enough that I can see a swirl of chest hair coming out. I 
would do a lot to see the rest of that chest hair again. 


“You ready?” he asks. 


“Yeah,” I say, hopping down the stairs. My skirt flutters a 
little, though not enough for a peep show. I catch Conner 
glancing at me, then hold his gaze as I take the final steps. 


We take his car, a yellow, topless Jeep. He’s had this thing 
for as long as I can remember, and I love sitting shotgun in 


it, my hair whipping around my face as we speed down the 
road, hop on the freeway, then exit, arriving at the mall, 
blasting ‘90s hits all the way. 


“You don’t have to hang out here,” I say. “I’m just trying on 
some suits. Go get yourself a smoothie or something in the 
food court. Enjoy some sun after rainy Europe.” 


“T was in Italy,” he says, sliding his sunglasses down and 
looking over the top. “I assure you it wasn’t rainy. Ill stick 
with you.” 


I don’t argue. I know he’s only tailing me because Dad told 
me to, but I love that he’s around, like my own bodyguard, 
the kind I want to hand myself over to and let ravish me. I 
might be a virgin, but I have a pretty good idea of what I 
want when I do finally give myself up, and what I want is 
Conner. 


We step inside the store and I b-line it for the swim suite 
section. 


“T love this place,” I say as we make our way there. “I feel 
like they’re always having a sale.” 


I feel weird having Conner with me while I shop. I know it’s 
not something guys like to do, but I like the idea that as I 
hold up potential swimsuits, he might be picturing me in 
them. It gives me goosebumps to think of what he will or 
won't like. 


I weave between the racks of clothing to the discounted 
rack, and notice that Conner stays behind. My bodyguard 
lagging outside the women’s clothing. I’m a little 
disappointed, but when I look back at him, and see how 
broad he is compared to the narrow walkways between the 
clothes, I understand. He’d just knock everything off the 
hangers. 


I try not to look like I’m showing him the suits I pick out as I 
examine them, but I am, holding them high like I’m trying 
to picture what they might look like, holding them over me 
as if somehow I’d have an idea of how they would fit. 


I’m completely absorbed in the idea of going to try them on 
only to have the curtain push aside and find Conner 
standing there, hard and at attention, ready to take me 
right there. 


Stop thinking like that, I scold myself. 
“Marie.” 


I cringe at the voice. I know that voice, though I haven’t 
heard it since the beginning of the last school year. I’ve 
gone out of my way to make sure I don’t hear that voice. 


I turn and see Cam there, headphones around his neck, 
hunched forward, broad shouldered, strong and dark. His 
hood is up, and he looks like he hasn’t slept in days. 


“Leave me alone, Cam,” I say. “I don’t know how many times 
I have to tell you to leave me alone.” 


“T just want to talk to you, Marie,” he says. “You’re so 
beautiful. Just talk to me.” 


“No,” I say. How the hell did he know that I’d here today? I 
always keep an eye out for cars that look familiar to see if 
this guy is following me, but I didn’t see anything today on 
the drive here. In fact, I was so preoccupied with Conner, I 
completely forgot to keep an eye out at all. “You’ve followed 
me all through the school year and now you’re stalking me 
at home.” 


“I just want to be with you.” 


“She’s not interested,” Conner says. 


I feel his presence behind me and relief washes over me. 
This is exactly why Conner is with me. I move out of his way 
as I feel his heat come closer. 


“She’s mine,” he growls. 


“Marie doesn’t belong to anyone,” Cam says. “I know her 
schedule, I know who she hangs out with. She’s free.” 


“You’re not listening,” Conner growls, stepping forward. 


Cam doesn’t move, though his neck seems to shrink as he 
looks up at the man in front of him. 


Conner’s hands are balled into fists, and I can see the vein 
in his neck bulging as his face turns red. “That woman is 
not yours to look at, be near, speak to, or even think about. 
If I so much as get an inkling that you’re doing any one of 
those things, I’ll break both your wrists so you can’t jerk off. 
She’s mine. Not yours. Not anyone else’s. Mine. Is that very 
fucking clear?” 


Cam nods, trying to lean back but finding himself pushed 
into a rack of clothes. 


“Good,” Conner says. “Now, crawl in between those jackets 
there.” 


“Wh-what?” Cam stammers. 


“The rack of coats behind you? Go hide in there like the 
little bitch you are. Count to a thousand, come out, and 
transfer to a different university. Is that understood?” 


“A different college?” Cam looks like he’s about to faint. His 
face goes pale with a touch of green. “But my degree—” 


“Did I fucking stutter?” Conner barks, pushing his chest 
against Cam. “If this place weren’t riddled with security 
Cameras you would be in a world of hurt right now. If you 


argue with me again, I’m going to forget about those 
cameras and shatter every tooth in your head.” 


My breath is shallow, and I know I should be trying to stop 
this, but I can’t. Cam deserves this. If it wasn’t me he’s 
stalking, it'd be someone else, and he needs to have the shit 
scared out of him. The police won’t do anything, but Conner 
is. 


And he said I’m his. What does that mean? 


I have no idea, but it’s hot as fuck. I want to be his, to feel 
what it’s like, and while I should be worried about the scene 
before me, I’m oddly turned on by it. I cross my arms to 
hide my hardening nipples. 


Cam nods his head, looking like he’s about to start crying. 
Slowly he shrinks backwards, dissolving into the wrack of 
clothing like he was never there. 


“Let’s go,” Conner says. 


I don’t need to be told twice to move. I throw the swimsuits 
on the rack and head for the door. I need to catch my 
breath after all that. I don’t look back to see if Cam is still 
there. I march straight into the sunlight, leaving the store 
behind. 


I keep marching until I find a small grove of trees in the 
center of the parking lot. I say grove, but it’s four palms 
planted close together to look like an island in the desert. 
It’s the whole theme of the mall. We’re not in a desert, 
we’re on a tropical island. No one buys it. You can’t forget 
the dry heat in the height of the summer. 


I lean against one of the trees, my head spinning from what 
just happened. 


I know that Conner is staying at the house with me to keep 
an eye on me, and I should have expected something to 
happen when Cam showed his face. But all I thought would 
happen was that Conner would maybe mean-mug him, 
scaring him away like that. 


Instead, he told him I’m his. That I belong to Conner. Me. 


I have to be reading into that too much. It was just a show, 
it had to be. Conner doesn’t want me, his friend’s daughter. 
I’m just a kid to him, aren’t I? 


“Are you alright?” Conner asks as he steps into the shade of 
the grove with me. 


I nod. “That was just more than I was expecting.” 


“Guys like that are scum, they need the snot fucking kicked 
out of them before they get the message.” 


I bite my lip, looking up at him as he squares himself up to 
me. “Or to be told I’m taken,” I venture, wanting to find out 
what he meant, wanting to find out what it is that I am to 
him. 


Conner moves towards me, his scent filling me. Even 
though he’s been at my house overnight, he has the strong 
scent of espresso, the ocean, grounded with the earth 
fragrance of old spice. I inhale him, hoping my breath will 
bring him closer to me, so I can feel his bulk against me. 


“Am I taken?” I ask. He’s leaning toward me, coming close 
to me, his arm holding him up against the tree behind me. 


“You’re fucking mine is what you are,” he growls. 


Before I can respond, his mouth is on mine, and I moan at 
the touch of him. His mouth parts my lips, sliding his tongue 
in and teasing me. His free arm wraps around my waste 


and brings me closer to him, always from the tree, and I 
feel tiny against him. 


If he weren’t holding me up, my knees would give way and I 
would drown in a puddle of my own growing wetness 
between them. 


CHAPTER FOUR 


( onner 


She has a tiny mouth. A tiny mouth like her tiny body 
pressing up against mine. 


My cock is instantly hard against my leg, and I want it to 
reach up and show her what I plan to fill her with. All I need 
to do is left up that little skirt of hers and press her against 
this tree and I can claim her, show her what it means to 
belong to me, show her what it means for a man to take her. 


Her tits press against me, and I can feel their hardened 
nipples through her bra. My tongue explores hers, and all I 
can think about is running it over every inch of her body, 
tasting her, pushing her apart with my tongue, making her 
beg for me and quiver under my touch. 


A car drives by and I know I can’t do anything here. This 
isn’t the time. She deserves more than to be fucked in a 
parking lot. And I can’t do everything I want to do to her 
here in broad daylight. Not without getting arrested. 


I pull away, unable to keep a small smile from touching my 
lips as she whimpers at my departure. 


Her eyes look up at me. 

“Are you alright?” I ask. 

Marie clears her throat and nods. 
“Still want to keep shopping?” 


“T um...” She clears her throat again. “I think I’ve had 
enough shopping for one day. ll look online.” 


I nod. She looks shaky, and I know it’s not because of that 
piece of shit back in the store. I’m still seething from him, 
still considering waiting for him to come out of the mall so I 
can give him what he deserves. But my main focus is Marie, 
and wondering if her panties are as wet for me as I’m hard 
for her. 


We go back to the jeep and I let her pick the music. It isn’t 
modern pop music she picks when she hooks her phone up 
to my stereo, but ACDC. I should have known. She is her 
father’s daughter, after all. 


I can’t think about that right now. I can’t think about John 
and what he’d think of the thoughts rolling through my 
head, thoughts I know he once had of Kath, if he doesn’t 
still. Marie is the future mother of my children, though 
neither John, Kath, nor Marie know this yet. 


They will soon. 


And I intend to make Marie beg for me to spill myself inside 
her. 


My knuckles are white on the steering wheel as I make my 
way back to the house. I can’t get the feeling of her little 
mouth out of my head, and her skirt has risen just high 
enough on her thighs that if I’m not careful I’m going to 
wreck the car. Somewhere under that light fabric is her 
little honey pot, tight and waiting for me. 


I growl under my breath at the thought of what her lips 
look like, how her inner folds ruffle like a carnation and 
lead to her nectar. 


By the time we pull into the driveway, I can’t control myself 
anymore. The door of the car is already open before I even 
have my keys out of the ignition. I’m around to the other 
side of the car just as Marie is getting her seatbelt undone, 
and with my keys still in hand, I pull her out of the 
passenger seat, her legs draped over my arm. 


Marie’s eyes are wide, her little pink lips parted, but she 
holds onto me with no protest. I feel for the spare house key 
on my keyring and unlock the door, feeling the tiny slit and 
slipping the hard metal inside, my voice rumbling in my 
chest as I feel the latch click. 


“What are you doing?” Marie asks, her voice almost a 
whisper as I kicked the door closed behind me. 


“T’m fucking making you mine is what I’m doing,” I say. My 
legs carry us both to the top of the stairs and I take her to 
the spare room, my room and lay her on the bed. I loom 
over the top of her, my arms bracing me. Those sweet lips 
are still parted, her hair is spread across the white 
comforter and I can hear the slight quiver in her voice. 


“I’m going to taste every part of you, Marie,” I say. “I’m 
going to run my tongue over your body and fill you with me 
until your pussy is swollen and sore, but you’ll beg me for 
more. Does that sound alright to you?” 


Marie’s eyes widen, her pupils dilated, and I see the want in 
them as she bites her bottom lip and nods. 


“T need to hear you tell me,” I say. 


“Yes,” she murmurs. 


“Good.” 


My hand moves up her skirt, feeling the smoothness of her 
tanned skin as my mouth finds its way to her neck. Her skin 
tastes like cream and vanilla, and her body convulses at the 
heat of my mouth. I run my lips from her shoulder, to her 
collar bone, nibbling at the hardness supporting her frame, 
feeling my own hardness press against my jeans. 


I want to press my cock against her, let her know how badly 
I want her, let her know what’s in store for her, but I can’t. 
I’m aching for her so much that I don’t trust I won’t explode 
at the slightest touch. And when I do explode, it will be 
deep inside her. 


I rock back onto my heels on the floor, pushing her legs 
apart. Those beautiful legs. Her skirt slouched down 
between her thighs, a curtain to the true glory that is a 
woman, that is Marie. 


I kiss her knee, moving to her inner thigh, planting little 
bites along her skin as I travel up, listening to her little 
whimpers of want, her other thigh moving further away, 
opening herself to me with each little nibble. Her breathing 
is shallow and I haven’t even touched her most tender 
parts, yet. 


My nose pushes under the fabric of her skirt and I can smell 
her. My cock jerks in my jeans, rock solid and hard, wanting 
to dive deep into that scent, to be covered in her honey. But 
not before I have a taste. 


“Look at these,” I say, seeing the lace thong pushing itself 
between the roundness of her ass cheeks, barely hiding her 
hole. “I hope you wore these for my benefit.” 


I look up and see her looking down at me over the mounds 
of her breasts. Her nipples showing through her shirt, little 


beads as erect at my dick, wanting almost as badly to be 
played with. 


“Tell me,” I say. 


“T wore them for you,” she breaths, her head rolling back as 
I run my tongue over the lace. “Oh god. I wore them for 
you, Conner. I wanted you to see my panties. Ah.” 


I move the tiny piece of fabric out of the way, revealing a 
clear view of her slit, her little ripple of skin peaking out 
between her lips like a tease. I take it between my own lips 
and tug on it gently, listening to her breathing change. Her 
lips parting like magic. 


I pull them apart with my thumb, seeing her flower in 
bloom, plump and red with want, and her tiny beaded clit 
protruding with desire. 


“What did you want me to do when I saw these panties?” I 
ask, my lips just over hers, breathing my hot breath over 
her. Her pelvis angled toward me. “Did you want me to 
touch you?” 


“Yes,” she breathes. 
“Did you want me to lick you?” 


I brush the tip of my tongue along her labia, gently enough 
to let her know I’m there. 


“Oh god, yes,” she moans. 


“Did you want me to fuck you, Marie? Did you want me to 
pull this lacy piece of string aside and fill you with my hard 
cock?” 


“Yes, Conner. Yes,” she begs. “Please.” 


“Not yet,” I say, rubbing my thumbs along her lips watching 
them grow wetter at my touch. 


I run my lips along the outside of hers, then let them go into 
the cavern of her slit, feeling the dents and groves of her 
labia, letting my hands move up and hold onto her waist, 
feeling her muscles tighten at my touch. She’s going to go 
off like a rocket if I let her. 


But I’m not going to. 


I hold her body in place as I circle her clit with the tip of my 
tongue, listening to her whimper with want, jolting under 
my mouth. I wrap the protruding bud in my lips, sucking 
gently on it, pressing my chin against the opening of her 
pussy, feeling her dripping with want. 


Marie’s breath gives way to her voice, her body squirming 
under my hold, her hips pushing against me, wanting me as 
she gets closer and closer to her release. 


I pull away. 

“No,” she pleads. “Don’t stop.” 

“You want me to keep going?” I ask. 
“Please,” she says. “Please.” 

“Please what?” 


“Please keep licking me,” she says. Her body is trembling, 
and I can see the white of her desire almost spilling from 
her opening. 


“Lick you?” I ask. “Where do you want me to lick you?” 
“My... my...” 
I smile. “Say it.” 


“Conner,” she breathes. The sound of my name while she’s 
in this state, her pussy on display, open and begging for me, 


makes me want to explode. “Conner, lick my pussy. Please. 
Please keep licking my pussy.” 


“Because you asked so nicely,” I say. 


I push my tongue into her opening, tasting her, drinking her 
in. She tastes divine and I hunger for more of her, for all of 
her. I run my tongue along her inner walls, feeling the 
tightness of her, wanting my thick cock to be buried in 
these walls that are beginning to clench around my tongue. 
I fuck her with my face, burring my nose in her folds, 
feeling her body respond. 


I don’t hold back. I want her to come, I want her to drench 
me, to lather me in her nectar as she rides me. 


She’s getting close and I pull away for a second. 


“Say my name,” I say. “Say my name when you come on my 
face, Marie. Say my name so I know you know who you 
belong to.” 


“Oh fuck,” she moans as I plunge my tongue back into her. 
“Who do you belong to?” I say, my thumb moving to her clit. 
“Oh god!” she cries out. 


“Tell me who you belong to, who’s face your fucking right 


n 


now. 


I push my tongue inside of her, flexing it, pushing her tiny 
hole to accommodate the thickness of it as I feel her body 
convulse. 


“Conner!” she cries. “I belong to Conner!” Her hips buck 
against me as a wave of her juices drenches, dripping down 
my chin, pouring into my mouth. I drink it in, licking her up, 
tasting every part of her as my thumb continues to play 
with her clit. 


“That’s right,” I say. “You’re mine. And now, I’m going to 
show you exactly what that means.” 


“Conner,” she breaths, her hand holding onto my wrist, 
holding my thumb to her clit as she continued to rub herself 
against it. “I’m a virgin. You know that, right?” 


I take in a long deep breath. Fuck yeah she’s a virgin. She’s 
mine. No one else can touch her because she is all mine. 


The idea that Ill be the first one in her tight little pussy, 
that I’ll pop that cherry of hers gives me a rush of want so 
intense I feel like I might burst myself if I don’t get my cock 
out of my jeans. 


“Ts that alright?” Marie asks. “I want you. I want you to be 
my first. I’ve always—” 


This isn’t how I want to do it though. Not like this, not in a 
heat of passion after that asshole at the mall. I want it to be 
real. I want her to know what it means for her to belong to 
me in every way. 


“T’ll be your first,” I say. It takes everything in me, but I 
push back from the bed. I stand back, looking at her spread 
across the white bedding, her skirt showing me her wet 
pussy, pink and swollen with need. Her fingers drifting 
toward her clit. Greedy. I like it. “But not now,” I say. 


“What?” 


“Not now, and not like this.” It takes everything in me to say 
this. I want so badly to keep going, to push myself into her, 
to feel her slickness all the way down the shaft of my cock 
as I stretch her pussy to accommodate me. 


“But...” She looks confused, removing her hand from 
herself and sitting up. 


“Get yourself cleaned up,” I say, running my hand along my 
chin, feeling her juices on me. Fuck they smells good. “I 
have a few things to arrange. I’ll be back here at eight to 
take you to dinner.” 


CHAPTER FIVE 


My head has been a mess all afternoon. I can’t stop thinking 
about how close I came to having sex with Conner, that he 
had his mouth against my pussy. Sure, I know my body well 
enough that I know what I like. I know how to get myself off, 
and I’m not a stranger to a vibrator, but I’ve never been 
eaten out before. I always thought I would feel self- 
conscious to have someone that close to my business. But I 
wasn’t. It felt freeing, and so much more intense and 
pleasurable than I could have imagined. 


And now, all I can think about is riding his face again, of his 
fingers slipping inside of me, of seeing that monster bulge 
spring to life outside his jeans. All I can think about is riding 
Conner. 


And I’m his. 


He said it again, wanted me to say it to him as I came. But 
what does it mean? 


I go through every outfit in my closet, trying to find the 
right one for our date. At least, I think it’s a date. And if it is, 


I need to make sure that I’m wearing just the right thing. 
Do I look slutty? Do I look like my normal self? Does he feel 
bad for putting me in that position and now he’s trying to 
apologize? 


No, he wants to take me. He told me he would. He told me 
that he’d be my first. This has to be a date. 


Classy is how I want to look. Classy and sexy. I want him to 
know I’m not a kid anymore. I’m a woman, and I need to 
make sure he knows that. 


All day I’ve worried that he’ll change his mind, that he’ll 
decide he can’t have sex with his best friend’s daughter. But 
why not? We’re both adults. I just don’t know that Dad 
would see it that way, if he finds out at all. 


I decide to go for a forest green dress with a sheer, 
shimmery material over it. It’s perfect for all occasions, 
light enough to be casual, low cut enough in the back to be 
elegant and sexy, and can even double up as a holiday dress 
in a pinch. It’s family appropriate, but I know for a fact 
turns a few heads. Plus, the shade of green makes my eyes 
and hair pop, especially when I’ve got just a smidge heavier 
on then eyeliner. Add in some killer heels that push up my 
butt and push out my boobs and I have sexy in the bag. 


I study myself in the mirror, knowing I have a red matching 
bra and underwear set underneath, wondering if I’ve got 
the right look. What is the look Conner wants? 


I decide I’ve made my choice, and I’m not changing. But I 
can’t take my eyes off the dress. This is the last thing I'll be 
wearing as a virgin, if everything goes right, and I hope to 
god it does. I wonder if he’ll take me in this dress, or if he’ll 
take it all off? I love the idea of him just pulling my cloth up 
and going to town, but I also want him to see how good I 
look in my underwear. 


I’m going to get fucked tonight, I think. And by Conner. My 
long time crush. 


Chills of excitement course through me. 


I have just gone downstairs when the front door opens. And 
there stands Conner, dressed just as he was the day before, 
with the addition of a silver chain hanging just over his 
chest hair. 


I wonder if I’m going to be able to hold myself up in these 
heels with him looking at me as hungrily as he is right now. 
The vision of him with his face between my legs, his tongue 
sliding in and out of me while he gave me that same look 
nearly makes me fall over. 


“Don’t you look delicious,” his voice rumbles, as if he’s 
reading my mind. 


It’s on the tip of my tongue to suggest we just skip to 
dessert, but I know I’m not that bold. 


“Thank you,” I say, lamely. 


He offers his arm to me, and I slip my arm into the crook of 
his, making sure the lock is in place before I close the door 
behind me. 


“T made us reservations at the Chat Noir,” Conner says. 


“Chat Noir?” I ask. “That’s that really nice place, isn’t it? At 
the Palace Hotel?” 


“That’s the one,” he says. “I hope you like oysters. I’ll be 
feeding them to you one by one.” 


I don’t. Or rather, I have no idea if I do or don’t. I’ve seen 
them once on a barbecue sizzling in beer and it grossed me 
out. But after the morning we had together, I’m willing to 
bet I'll put anything he offers in my mouth. 


Conner opens my door for me to get out of the car, to enter 
the restaurant, and practically growls at the greeter who 
shows us to our table and offers to pull my chair out for me. 
Instead, Conner moves him out of the way, seats me, turns 
to the waiter and orders half a dozen oysters on ice. 


“This place is amazing,” I say. 


“I thought you'd like it,” he says, taking the seat next to me 
rather than across from me. Together we face the 
restaurant filled with clinking silverware on plates and and 
smiling faces. 


“Tve never had oysters before,” I admit, not knowing what 
to Say. 


“They’re delicious, and nourishing. You’ll need your 
strength.” 


His voice is low and he’s so close as he says it, I think he’s 
going to kiss me. I feel his hand slide onto my leg under the 
table cloth and move inward. My heart is pounding in my 
ears and my knees involuntarily spread under the table. 


“Eager,” he says. 
I blush. “You do things to me.” 


“Baby, you haven’t seen anything yet.” His hand moves up 
my dress and runs along my lips over my underwear. “Wet 
for me already.” 


“You have no idea,” I say, instantly wishing I could suck 
back in those words. They’re so bold, and not like me. 


He smiles before taking his hand back, and I hold back a 
moan of disappointment. I know I’m in a restaurant full of 
people, but I want nothing more than for him to continue 
touching me. It’s deliciously naughty, though I’m sure I’d be 
mortified if he did continue feeling me up. 


“So you’ve just finished your second year of college?” he 
asks. 


I blink. What a normal thing to ask. “Yeah,” I say, wondering 
briefly if I’ve imagined everything—making out with Conner 
by the tree, him going down on me earlier, his finger toying 
with my most intimate place. 


“What’s your degree?” 


“English,” I say, reaching for my glass of water. “I don’t 
really know what to do with it. I just know I need to go for 
something.” 


“Why are you in college then?” He asks. 


I shrug. “I’ve been asking myself the same thing. I’ve been 
told my whole life that grades and school are important, 
and now I’m in the most important part of my education 
and I have no idea what I want to do with it. I thought I’d 
figure it out while I was in college, but I’m halfway through 
and I haven't.” 


“You know there’s no rush, right?” Conner says. “You don’t 
have to get a degree just because society says you do. Take 
some time. Live life.” 


He winks at me as he gives me his advice. I definitely did 
not imagine today. Everything happened and oh god, do I 
want more to happen. I wonder if what I’m doing right now 
is living life, and if this is what he means. I have a feeling 
that if this is a date, and if he does fuck me the way I so 
desperately want him to, I’m never going to want to go back 
again. 


The oysters arrive and Conner proceeds to order both of 
our meals, pairing them both with non-alcoholic drinks. 


He shows me how to eat oysters off the shell, and to my 
surprise, they’re amazing. He wasn’t lying when he said 
they were delicious. We talk, and he tells me what I’ve 
heard time and time again, that oysters are an aphrodisiac. 


“Or,” I say, “They’re a delicacy for the rich and it’s actually 
the money behind them that’s the aphrodisiac.” 


“Are you Saying it’s my money that turns you on?” 


I blush. Oysters or not, money or not, I’m hotter for him 
than I ever knew I could be for anyone. I don’t even want 
dinner, I don’t want dessert. I just want to be spread across 
his bed and devoured. 


I don’t say any of that. I can’t. I don’t know how to say the 
dirty things that come to mind with Conner, my father’s 
best friend, who’s twenty years older than me and whose 
voice alone could make me soak the chair under me. 


Instead of voicing my naughty thoughts and desires, instead 
of telling him I want nothing more than for his hand to be 
between my legs again under the table, I blush throughout 
dinner. A lot. In fact, it’s towards the end of dinner that I 
realize my knees are wide apart, begging for him to notice. 
Thank god there’s a long-reaching tablecloth. 


“I know you’re not old enough to drink yet,” he says as our 
server takes our plates, “but I want to raise a glass for a 
toast with you.” 


There it is. I feel my cheeks going red at my age. Only time 
can fix that, or a fake ID. 


“So, I took the liberty of booking us a room upstairs,” he 
says, Closing the bill caddy after signing it. “There should be 
a bottle on ice for us, along with our dessert.” 


“Really?” I ask. 


He doesn’t respond other than to stand and hold his hand 
out to help me to my feet. 


I follow him to the elevator, not sure what to say, not sure if 
I should say anything. For the first time I feel like I want 
him for more than just the hunk of a man that he is, but as 
someone who would actually care for me. I know he’s said 
that I’m his, though that part is still ambiguous to me. 


The room is at the end of the hall. This hotel isn’t known for 
being dingy, to say the least. In fact, it’s mostly known for its 
expensive rooms, and it was the kind of place that had a 
ballroom for events to be held. When Conner said he had a 
reservation at the Chat Noir, I never dreamed he would 
have gotten us a room here, especially since we’re staying 
in the same house. 


And I never thought he would have gotten us a room on the 
top floor, either. 


Conner opens the door to the luxury suite, and I gasp. 


Lamps and wall lights are lit, though at a comfortable level. 
There is a set of sofas in the middle of the room with a 
coffee table between them, and floor to ceiling windows on 
the side, overlooking the dark sky interrupted by the 
twinkling city lights. In the corner is a massive jacuzzi tub, 
allowing for a relaxing soak along with the view. 


“T can’t believe this place,” I say as I wander in. 


“T thought you might like it,” Conner says, moseying to the 
couch where there is, indeed, a bottle of champagne on ice 
along with a silver platter with a silver bowl of strawberries 
and a smaller bowl of whipped cream. 


“You didn’t have to do this for me,” I say. 


Conner doesn’t say anything but takes two of the 
strawberry halves and puts them in each flute before 
popping the cork, and pouring the bubbly. Like a pro. 


He passes me my glass, rimmed with gold. 
“Here’s to you,” he says. 
“To me?” 


“To you,” he repeats, clinking his glass against mine. Our 
eyes meet and we each sip. It’s a sweet bubbly, which I’m 
pleased about. I haven’t quite gotten my head around the 
taste of wine yet, and I find most of the time champagne or 
sparkling wine to be too dry. But this is perfect. 


“Why to me?” I ask. 


“You don’t think riding my face the way you did doesn’t 
deserve a toast?” 


I giggle, and feel my face blush. I don’t answer, but instead 
move to the window and lean on the hot tub. “I can’t believe 
this view.” 


“You're telling me.” 


I can feel how close he is behind me, his breath hot on the 
back of my neck. I tilt my head to the side, letting my hair 
expose my neck, wanting his lips on me like they were 
before, for him to press me against the window and have 
me here with the whole world below watching. 


“T don’t want to push you into anything, Marie,” he says, his 
voice so soft its like thunder in the distance, rippling 
through me and making me grow wet between my legs. 


“You’re not pushing me,” I say, seeing his reflection in the 
window, his eyes watching me. 


“When I make you mine, you’re mine for good,” he says. “I 
won't leave any doubt about that.” 


“T want to be yours.” I can hardly make my voice work as 
our eyes hold each other’s. 


His hand rests on my hip, almost pulling me back toward 
him, beginning his claim. 


“There’s no turning back once I claim you,” he says. 


I’ve never wanted anything in my life as much as I want him 
in this moment. His cheek grazes against my neck and I 
nearly whimper at his touch. His hand presses into me, 
moving me closer to him as it slides down and then up my 
dress, feeling my mound over my panties. His thumb runs 
along the hem of my underwear before he fully holds me. 
His fingers curved around my pelvis and I ache for more 
pressure, ache for even the slightest movement. 


I watch myself in the reflection of the window, leaning back 
into him, rolling my head to the side as he begins kissing my 
neck. 


“T want you,” I breath. “Oh god, I want you.” 


“Drink your champagne,” he says. “Don’t forget to eat the 
strawberry. You'll need the energy.” 


His hand reaches further below, feeling the curve between 
my legs, going inward toward my entrance as I inhale, 
wanting so badly for the tips of his fingers to dip inside of 
me, to penetrate me right there. 


I do has he asks, letting the bubbles make their way down 
my throat as his other hand runs over my body, feeling my 
breasts, moving up to my throat and feeling me swallow my 
drink as his lips move lightly over the back of my neck. If his 


hand wasn’t holding me up by my pussy, I’d be on my knees 
begging for him in this moment. 


As soon as the drink is gone, Conner turns me around, picks 
me up, and pushes me against the window. My legs wraps 
around him and I can feel the bulge in his trousers pushing 
against the very light piece of fabric concealing me from 
him. He presses himself against me, my back to the cool 
glass and grunts, his voice deep in his chest and shaking 
through me. 


Then his lips are on mine, hard and wanting as he slips his 
tongue between my lips. His hands digging into my ass, 
spreading my cheeks apart through my dress. His fingers 
dig into my flesh as he presses himself harder against me. If 
his hands weren’t there, I would have no doubt that his 
arousal would be the one thing holding me up against this 
window. 


“You’re fucking mine,” he says. “Now it’s time to show you 
just what that means.” 


He holds me even tighter and turns away from the window, 
taking me to the bedroom where there is a king sized bed 
with black bedding and gold trim. There’s a mirror at the 
headboard, and another on the wall across from the foot of 
the bed and I realize that whatever happens in here, I’m 
going to see it all from all angles. I’m going to see myself 
being taken for the first time. 


“T like your dress,” Conner says, his voice smooth yet rough. 
“T want to see if you dressed up for me under that dress.” 


He releases me and lets me slide down his body to my feet. 
His big hands holding on to me, feeling for the zipper on my 
back and slowly tugging it down. I feel the back of my dress 
release. 


Stepping back, I let the dress fall from my shoulders to the 
ground, knowing that I look good in the underwear I chose, 
and I’m more than excited to get to show him just how 
pretty my undergarments are. 


“Fuck,” he breathes as he looks at me. I take him in, noting 
the shape of his dick in his pants, rock solid, and all I want 
is to run my hand along it, to see how much of him I can 
take in my hand. 


He moves closer to me and I bite my bottom lip as I watch 
his length. His hand runs along my middle as he circles me, 
taking me in until he’s behind me. He unclasps my bra and I 
let it fall to the floor, standing only in my panties and my 
black high heels. 


“T’m going to fuck you so hard, Marie,” he says. “You won’t 
even remember what being a virgin means after I’m done 
with you. And then I’m going to do it again.” 


My heart is pounding in my ears, and I know my breathing 
is audible. The cool air on my nipples only makes them 
harder, and I want to know what his mouth feels like on 
them. My hands goes to the hem of my underwear, 
beginning to push them down. 


“Those are mine,” Conner says, standing in front of me. He 
slaps my hands away from my panties, replacing them with 
his warm hands. He kisses my neck, my chest, going 
between my breasts which are aching for him to touch. 


His tongue runs down my middle, circling my naval, until he 
gets to my underwear. 


“These are pretty,” he says before he kisses my mound. 


I’m so wet right now, so shaky with want, that I’m afraid I 
won't be able to keep my balance in these shoes for much 
longer. His tongue snakes down to my cleft, feeling my slit 


down through the fabric of my red panties while his hands 
move to my ass, holding me steady as he teases me. 


“Oh god,” I breath. 
“T haven’t even started,” he says. 


He pinches the top of my underwear with his teeth, pulling 
them down to my knees before they drop. I’m completely 
naked in front of him, and he doesn’t even pause a beat 
before his tongue is back where it was, running between 
my lips. He holds me with one strong arm, balancing me as 
he brings my other leg over his shoulder. I feel powerless as 
he begins licking my wet pussy, like a doll being positioned. 


It’s fucking hot is what it is. I reach back and grip his hands, 
worrying that my knee will buckle. How is this man so 
strong? 


“Are you going to come for me?” he asks before his mouth 
delves back into my folds, circling my clit. I nearly loose my 
balance. 


“Please,” I say, letting my head roll back, hoping beyond 
hope that he’ll be strong enough to hold me up if my leg 
gives way. 


“Please what?” 


“Please let me come,” I say. I release one of his hands and 
feel my breast, my nipple hard between my fingers. I pinch 
it as my breathing quickens. I’m getting close. 


He swats my hand away and replaces it with his. I’m not 
lacking in the chest department, but his hand completely 
swallows it as he presses it against me, digging his fingers 
into my flesh. 


“Where do you want to come, Marie?” 


I feel dizzy as he flicks my clit. I’m so close. 


Conner pulls away slightly before standing, lifting me with 
his leg over his shoulder, and still keeping me steady as he 
turns and places me lightly on the bed. 


“Where do you want to come?” he repeats, sliding his 
thumb into my pussy. 


“Oh fuck!” I gasp. He continues to lick me, drawing me so 
close as his thumb works it’s way in and out of me. 


“Tell me you want to come on my face,” he says. 


“Yes,” I say. “Conner, I want to come on your face. Please, 
let me come on your face. Let me fuck your face.” 


“Good girl,” he says, moving his thumb to my clit, slick with 
my juices as his tongue pushes into me. “You taste 
delicious.” His lips moving over my lips, the rumble of his 
voice before his tongue slides inside of me is enough to 
push me over the edge. 


“Ah, Conner, I’m coming,” I breathe, my hips taking over 
and grinding into him as I arch my back. 


He doesn’t stop, but moves back to my clit, sucking on it, 
flicking it with his tongue, pushing his thumb back into me, 
pulling another orgasm from me, not letting me complete 
the first wave. 


“T’m going to fuck you now,” he says. “Do you want that?” 


“Oh god, please,” I whimper, watching him stand at the 
edge of the bed between my legs, slowly unbuttoning his 
shirt. “Please take me Conner. Make me yours.” 


“You’re already mine,” he says, a smile touching his lips. 


He bears his broad chest, tan and hairy, rippling with 
muscle so tight I can see his veins. I want to know what 


happens when I try to sink my teeth into him. 


As he begins to undo his jeans, my eyes widen, wanting to 
see what beast he has in those trousers, wanting to know 
what he’s going to shove into me. 


“God you have a sexy little hole,” he says. “Pink and wet and 
swollen just for me.” 


“I want you so bad, Conner,” I say, barely able to contain 
myself. 


He slides out of his jeans, pulls down his underwear and 
there it is. 


“Holy fuck,” I say. It’s enormous, standing hard and high, 
looking like it was the girth of my forearm. It’s probably not, 
but from my virginal position, having just been told I have a 
‘little’ pussy, I’m not sure that thing is even going to fit. 


Conner leans over me, laying on top of me and kissing me, 
his hand sliding down my body. His cock presses against my 
belly, hot and hard. I don’t care if it doesn’t fit, I want it all 
in me. Every inch of it. I know in that moment that I need it 
more than anything, and I don’t care if it tears me a part. 


“Are you ready?” he asks. 
I nod. 
“Are you sure?” 


There’s kindness in his voice, which assures me I’m making 
the right decisions. He doesn’t just want to fuck me. He 
wants to make sure I’m alright, that I’m doing this with the 
right person. It isn’t just the sex—but oh god, right now it’s 
about the sex. 


“Make me yours,” I repeat. “Take me.” 


He pulls my thigh up so that my foot, still in its high heel is 
on the bed as he shifts, letting his fingers wander between 
my legs. I moan as he slips a finger into me. 


“How is it you’re so wet?” he asks, bringing the finger up to 
his lips and tasting me. “You have the sweetest tasting 
pussy.” He kisses me, and I can taste myself on his lips. I 
never thought I would be into that sort of thing, but he’s 
right, it’s good. It’s hot. I always want to taste myself on his 
lips. 


“Take me, Conner,” I beg. “I’ve been waiting for you.” 


“Waiting for me? Have you?” His voice is hungry interest, 
almost a growl, as his lips graze against mine with his 
words. 


“Since I was a teenager, I’ve been waiting for you to notice 
me,” I say. “I’m yours.” 


He watches me, considering my words. Did I say something 
wrong? Maybe that was too much for me to Say that I’m his, 
that I’ve wanted him for as long as I have. Maybe I 
shouldn’t have mentioned being a teenager. 


“You’re fucking right,” he says, hoisting my leg up. He 
angles his cock down, running it between my lips. It’s hot 
and massive and I shake at the feel of it. 


This is it. He’s going to take me. The man I’ve been 
fantasizing about for years is going to take my virginity and 
oh god my body is aching for him. It’s at my opening, round 
and large, ready to push into me. Oh god how I want him. 


“You’re fucking mine,” he says. 


He pushes in, slowly, and I moan as he stretches me. I know 
there’s a pain that’s going to come in just a minute, but I 


don’t know what it will be like, or how bad it will be. 
Whatever it is, it'll be worth it. 


Conner moves slowly, filling me, stretching me, letting his 
cock feel every inch of my pussy. Then, there it is, the burn, 
the pinch, and I inhale for a moment before it’s gone, fading 
away, and I melt into the pleasure of Conner’s length still 
pushing into me. 


“You’re so tight,” he says, his hips pushing against me, 
spreading me wider at the base of his cock. 


“Oh god,” I moan, feeling my hips take over, beginning to 
move against him. 


“No, no,” he says, thrusting into me. “I’m fucking you, like 
you asked.” 


He begins slowly pulling out, the head of his cock feeling 
bulbous as it makes its way out of my sex, expanding and 
massaging my walls as it moves through me. His hand 
moves to my nipples, pinching them and rolling them 
between his fingers. I whimper at his touch, wanting more, 
wanting to be consumed by him. 


Then, he thrusts in, hard and deep, not being slow 
anymore, but pounding into me, rocking me in the bed, my 
breasts swaying on my chest as he takes me with his 
massive cock, beads of sweat forming on his head. 


“Conner!” I cry as my body tightens against him, tendrils of 
ecstasy gathering in me. “I’m going to come!” 


“You come when I tell you to come,” he says, his arm 
slipping behind me as he rolls onto his back, with me on top 
of him, straddling him. He wriggles so his head is on the 
pillows and I brace myself on the headboard, seeing my 
reflection in the mirror, looking past and seeing myself in 


the mirror behind me, Conner’s massive cock sliding in and 
out of me as his hands dig into my back. 


He holds me in place as he pounds into me, my ass 
bouncing up and down behind me in the mirror, and my 
breasts damn near hitting me in my face. 


Conner catches hold of one of my nipples in his teeth and 
bites it before he begins flicking it with his tongue like he 
did my clit, rolling it between his lips as his cock fills me. 


“Come for me, Marie,” he says, his hand moving to my hair. 
He pulls it and I tilt my head back, my lips parting as I give 
into him. “Come for me. Say my name as you come on my 
dick.” 


“Fuck,” I moan, the sensation of being pumped into like a 
rag doll, of his hard rod slamming into me, overwhelming. I 
grip the headboard and he pounds harder into me, the 
sound of flesh slapping into flesh filling the room beyond 
the blood pulsing in my ears. “Oh god, Conner. I’m coming!” 


“Where are you coming,” he demands. 


“T’m coming all over your massive cock!” I cry out. “Fuck, 
Conner!” 


And that’s it. Dizziness takes hold of me, my vision blurs, 
there is no sound, only the sensation of my orgasm pulsing 
around his cock. Somewhere I can hear him growling as he 
holds me tighter. 


“Milk my fucking cock with that tight little pussy! ” 


“Come in me, Conner,” I manage to say, the ecstasy still 
rolling over me as he continues to take me. 


“What did you say?” 


“Please, Conner. Please come in me.” 


“That’s right. Take my seed, Marie,” he growls. “You’re 
mine. Who owns you?” 


“You own me, Conner,” I say, my hands moving to his chest. 
My fingers nestled into his chest hair, digging into his pecs 
as he pounds harder into me. “I’m yours. You own me. 
Come in me Conner!” 


As my pussy clenches in my own orgasm, Conner wraps 
himself around me, his teeth latching onto my breast as he 
fills me deep inside with his pleasure. He pushes himself 
deep into me, holding me, giving a couple of soft pumps 
until he finishes, and his grip slowly loosens. 


Conner gently rolls me onto the bed next to him and kisses 
me. 


“Are you alright?’ he asks. 
I nod. 


He kisses me again. “ You’re mine.” 


CHAPTER SIX 


( onner 


I stroke her hair as she rests her head against my chest. 
Her beautiful rich auburn hair, and it’s all mine. 


I think about the guy who was following her earlier in the 
day. He won’t be returning, but how many others are out 
there, looking at her, thinking they have a right to Marie? 
She’s mine. She’s always been mine, just neither of us knew 
it until now. 


I feel anger rising in me at the thought of the men she’ll 
have to deal with throughout her life, that will see her, look 
at her the way I do, look at what’s mine. I want to make 
sure they know, that they all know that she is just for me. 
No one else. Just me. 


I kiss her forehead before taking my arm back and reaching 
for the robes close by. 


“Where are you going?” she asks. 


“We still have a bottle of champagne to drink,” I remind her. 
“And a hot tub to enjoy.” 


“That’s right,” she says, almost sleepily. “I forgot about 
that.” 


“T haven’t worn you out, have I?” 


“No,” she says, stretching. She reaches out to me as I hold 
the other robe. 


“I don’t know that I’m ready for you to cover yourself up,” I 
say. “You stay right there, and I’m going to run the hot tub. 
And don’t you dare take those heels off.” 


I’m loathed to part with her, even though we’re in the same 
suite. My cock is already aching for her again. I want her so 
badly. Once wasn’t enough. I want to fill her again and 
again, pumping her full of me, making sure my claim is well 
and truly known to her. 


I fiddle with the hot tub where the two windows meet and 
look out over the city. Marie isn’t wrong. It’s a nice view, 
though I’d rather look at her. 


The hotel is situated just outside of the city’s center, making 
it the tallest building within a few blocks, meaning there 
was complete privacy through the windows on the top floor. 
No other buildings came close to its height, and is indented 
in enough that if the hotel wanted, they could add a balcony 
to the suite. 


When the hot tub is full, I turn on the jets, and discover 
there are even multi-colored lights that change in the 
bottom of it, creating a rainbow effect. It doesn’t matter to 
me whether or not they’re on, but I think Marie will like 
them, so I leave them. 


I pour her a glass of bubbly before returning to the 
bedroom. 


She’s stretched out on her back with her eyes closed, her 
arm up over her head, her auburn hair splayed across the 
bedding. Her breasts pointing straight at the ceiling, and I 
can’t help but think that she looks like one of the Grecian 
statues I saw while traveling. 


My cock is already getting hard under my robe again. If I 
keep staring at her, I’m going to be sliding into that little 
pussy again before she has the chance to wake up. 


“Are you asleep?” I ask. 
“Nope,” she says, her eyes closed on the pillow. 
“Good, because we’re not done yet.” 


Marie’s large eyes open and move up my body as I sit next 
to her on the bed. I pass her a glass and I offer her a hand 
to help her out of bed. She reaches for her robe but I slap 
her hand away. 


“Who said you could get dressed?” I ask. 
“T was just going for a robe,” she says. 


“T have towels by the tub, which is exactly where we’re 
going next.” 


A wicked smile touches her lips. “Oh,” she says. She 
straightens herself, pushing her shoulders back as she 
takes a sip of the champagne. She flicks her hair back over 
her shoulder and walks out of the room in confidence. 


That’s my girl. 
That’s my fucking woman. 


I watch her tight ass as I follow her out of the room, around 
the corner, black heels clicking on the white tile of the hotel 
room. It’s like she was born to be this way, to stride through 


luxury naked, fully exposed, and showing off her body in 
those shoes. 


With every step, my cock grows harder in my robe, 
watching her. She pauses before she gets too close to the 
window. 


“T don’t know,” she says. “It’s pretty public out here.” 


“Then let’s show them all you’re mine,” I say, my stride 
taking me closer to her. 


“T don’t think they need to know that,” she says, turning her 
upper body to face me, her hips still facing toward the hot 
tub. Fuck, she’s sexy. 


“T want them to know that you’re all mine,” I say, my hand 
sliding along her hip, down to her mound, finding that soft 
triangle of manicured hair she’s shaped just for me, and 
brushing my fingertips across the top of her slit. “No one 
else has you, and I’m going to make damn sure every 
person out there knows it.” 


I press her against me, my other hand full of her breast, her 
hardening nipple between my fingers. My cock is hard 
against her back and I want so badly to slide it down 
between her ass cheeks to her wet pussy and drive in 
straight into her. 


She leans her head back, her lips parting at the feel of my 
cock against her. I kiss her neck and groan at how good she 
tastes. I’ve never tasted skin as sweet as hers. My fingers 
part her lips between her legs and I dip my finger into her 
opening. She’s slick and wanting and her breath catches at 
my touch. 


I bring my finger, soaked from her pussy, to her clit and 
circle it, brushing against it lightly, gentle enough that her 


body reacts, shuddering with want, but not enough to even 
begin to satiate her desire for more. 


Marie’s voice carries out on her breath as she rolls her back 
against my chest. I put my finger on her clit, increasing my 
pressure on it. She reacts, her pelvis starting to move 
against my digit as I leave it stationary. 


“Do you want that?” I ask. “Do you want me to rub your 
little clit so you come in front of this window? Do you want 
me to finger fuck you so hard you’re screaming to the world 
my name?” 


“Oh god,” she moans. 


I move us closer to the window, the street below becoming 
more visible. I pull at the sash holding my robe close and let 
the fabric hang from me. 


I rub my finger on her little bud, twisting her nipple as I do. 
Her moans make my cock jerk behind her, and I press it 
harder against her back, forcing her against the window. I 
move my hand from her breast, knowing they’re pressed 
against the glass now in perfection. I know she looks hot as 
fuck if anyone below could see her, which I doubt they can, 
but the idea turns me on and angers me. I don’t want 
anyone seeing her, at least, not without my cock deep inside 
her, not unless they’re learning exactly what they can’t 
touch. 


We’re next to the tub which rumbles with the jets and 
rainbow lights, serenading Marie as I push my finger 
further forward, through her folds to her hole. I press two 
fingers into her, and she cries out in want, putting her 
hands on the glass to brace herself. 


I move them in and out of her, rubbing her clit with the 
palm of my hand. She’s breathing heavily against the glass, 


fogging it with her breath, moving her ass against my hard 
dick. I want so fucking bad to be inside this little pussy that 
my fingers are fucking. 


“Do you want me to fuck you so everyone in the world 
knows you are untouchable to them? That I own you?” 


“Conner,” she moans, spreading her legs for me, pressing 
her ass up and against my cock, her cheeks surrounding my 
lower shaft. “Fuck me. Please fuck me.” 


“Why do you want me to fuck you?” I ask, pushing my 
fingers deeper into her. 


“Oh god, yes. Fuck me so they see I’m yours. I’m yours 
Conner. Show them I’m yours.” 


“That’s fucking right,” I say. 


I pull my fingers out and move back, seeing the precome at 
the tip of my cock, swollen, rock solid, and ready for her 
little hole to milk the fuck out of it. I run her nectar over my 
head, grunting at how good it feels over my tip. 


I lift her leg so that she’s bracing herself against the ledge 
of the tub before I push her forward, hard against the glass, 
her ass up and out, putting that soaking wet little pink 
pussy on display for me. I pull apart her ass cheeks so I can 
see her fully. I run my cock between her cheeks, feeling the 
warmth of her flesh on my shaft, on my head only making 
me harder, if that’s even possible. 


“Take me,” she whines. “Please take me.” 
“You want this cock?” I ask, hovering just at her entrance. 


“Give it to me,” she says, her hands pressed against the 
glass. “Give me your massive cock.” 


I push straight into her, hard and fast. She cries out as I 
nearly lift her off the ground with my thrust, pushing as 
deep into her as I can go. 


“Fuck!” she cries out. I pump into her again, harder, 
following another, and another, each one getting harder as I 
struggle to retain myself. I know it’s been a while, which 
might be the reason, and I’ve also just had my cock milked 
by her not long ago. But I’m hungry for her, and battling 
between what my cock wants and what I want. 


“God you’re wet,” I say. “Your little pussy is already trying 
to hold onto me. It knows who it belongs to.” 


I hold onto her hips as I pump into her, harder and faster. 
Her body’s already growing tense, pushed against the 
window over the city. 


“I’m going to come,” she says, reaching backwards and 
arching her back. Her hand holds on to the back of my neck 
as I continue to slam into her. 


“Tell the world who owns you,” I growl. “Tell them as you 
come all over my dick.” 


“Ah!” She cries out, not holding back her volume. “Conner! 
Conner owns me!” 


Her pussy squeezes my cock as she comes, her slickness 
already dripping down to my balls as they pull up into my 
body. 


“That’s fucking right I own you,” I say. 


I pull out of her and spin her around as I lean against the 
hot tub. I lift her up and slid my cock into her with ease as 
she wraps her legs around me. She’s so creamy, and still 
pulsing from her orgasm. I thrust into her, damn bouncing 


her off my cock. Her tits rock up and down, her hair all over 
the place, her mouth open as she continues to moan. 


Her pussy holds tight to me, trying to milk me, wanting to 
consume my seed. I think about spraying her insides, filling 
her with my come, painting her white inside, and I feel my 
balls tuck up into me. 


“Come for me again, Marie,” I say. 


“Conner,” she moans, her legs tightening around me. 
“Fuck, Conner.” 


I love hearing my name come from those plush pink lips of 
hers. 


“Fuck? You want me to fuck you?” I ask, smiling. 


I hold her body tight against me as I push her down onto 
my cock, burring myself deep inside her. 


“Holy fuck!” Marie yells. 


“Are you going to come for me now? Now that I’m so deep 
inside you, you can feel me in your belly?” 


I keep her in place, thrusting into her despite being buried 
tightly in her. Her body is already reacting, and she’s 
gulping for breath, her mouth open as she leans her head 
back. This is what she wants. Her nails dig into me as I feel 
the tremors of her orgasm begin. 


“I’m coming, Conner,” she said. “Oh god, I’m coming!” 
“Tell me where you’re coming.” 


“Pm coming all over your cock. Oh fuck, Conner, your 
massive cock is making me come!” 


“Fuck!” I growled as the rush of her words send me over 
the edge. I exploded inside of her painting her inner walls 


with my seed as her pussy milks me, drawing me into her 
and claiming me as her own. I thrust into her as I hold her 
in place, wanting to be consumed by her entirely. 


I kiss her, pushing my tongue into her mouth as the waves 
of ecstasy wash over me. Eventually I feel myself go soften 
and I stand, still holding onto Marie. I turn and set her on 
the edge of the hot tub, kissing her gently now. 


I kneel before her and kiss her knees, seeing her engorged 
pussy pushing my seed out of it. Fuck that’s hot. 


Gently, I remove her shoes, and rub each foot with my 
thumb momentarily. 


“Oh god that feels good,” she says. 


“T know how to pleasure a woman in more than one way,” I 
Say. 


“You're telling me,” she says, breathlessly. 


“Get in the tub,” I direct. “I'll refill your glass. We knocked it 
over while you were screaming my name.” 


She blushes and tries to hide it behind her hair, ducking her 
face and smiling. She’s beautiful, and now I’m going to 
make her see just how beautiful she is. 


Marie slides into the tub, releasing a different kind of moan, 
though just as much from enjoyment, and just as arousing. 
If she’s not careful, I’m going to have to take her again. 


I retrieve the bottle of champagne and consider whether I 
want to put in an order for a second one to be sent up, but 
decide against it. I don’t want to get her drunk. I just want 
her to feel pampered. I bring the bowl of strawberries to 
the side of the tube and remove my robe. 


I slip into the tub, which is just right in temperature. 


“I don’t think I’ve ever enjoyed being in a hot tub this 
much,” she says. 


“That would be the endorphins,” I say. “They make most 
things after a good fuck feel pretty good.” 


I pour her a new glass and pass it to her before I go for the 
strawberries and cream. I dip a strawberry in the cream, 
making sure not to get too much on it and hold it in front of 
Marie. 


She reaches for it and I pull it away. She smiles and puts 
her hand back underwater and opens her mouth. Fuck, that 
mouth. I put the strawberry in it, and she wraps her lips 
around it, biting into it so sensually I feel my desire for her 
flair again. That quick. All it takes is those lips and that hot 
mouth to get me feeling hard again. The things she does to 
me. 


“Mmm,” she hums, rushing more blood to my cock. I dip the 
strawberry in the cream and let her have another bite of it. 


“I could watch you eat fruit all day,” I say. I love feeding her, 
feeling her teeth take hold of the fruit, wondering what her 
tongue is doing to it before she bites into it. I think about 
how I watched her at dinner earlier and last night, and how 
her tongue would greet each thing she put into her body. 


I put the stem down and pull her onto my lap. 
“You’re hard again,” she says softly. 


“Its what you do to me,” I say, enjoying the pressure from 
my cock being squeezed between her back and my body. 


“Is that what being yours means?” she asks, turning to face 
me. I reach back for another strawberry to fill those pretty 
pink lips. 


I listen for the popping sound of the fruit as her teeth sink 
into it before I answer. 


“I hunger for you,” I say. “And only I have access to you. 
Only I get to look at you, and I will show anyone else who 
dares to look at you that I own you.” 


She leans back against me and sighs, content. I love the 
sound of her soft breath. 


“Ts that alright with you?” I ask. 


“Fuck yes,” she murmurs, opening her mouth for another 
strawberry. 


Fuck yes. 


CHAPTER SEV EN 


It’s been two weeks since Conner took me on the best date 
of my life and took my virginity. It’s been a whirlwind, where 
every night and day, he claims me, over and over again, 
showing me what it means to be his in new and erotic ways. 
Each day we spend together, worshiping each other, is a 
day bringing us closer to the time my parents return. I 
don’t know what will happen when they do, but I know that 
I don’t want to think about it. For now, I’ve been claimed as 
Conner’s, and there is nothing more I could want than to be 
reminded of that fact every waking moment. 


My plans with my friends have melted away, and Cam has 
been almost entirely forgotten. All I think about, all I want is 
Conner. My friends will get to meet him one day, and I’m 
sure one day Ill want to see my friends again. But for now, 
I’m basking in the glow of this fantasy-turned-reality, of my 
entire world becoming whatever it is that is going on with 
Conner. 


Today he’s away from the house. It’s something to do with 
business and future clients, he said. I stay put, feeling zero 


reason to go anywhere or do anything without him, and 
knowing that I don’t need to be involved in his work 
meetings. It’s not that he’s told me to stay put, but that I 
know he likes it when I do, and I have no desire to do 
anything other than lounge in the back yard, soak up some 
sun, and wait for him to come back. 


It’s been like playing house with him, this time while my 
parents have been away. We have the house to ourselves, 
and have had sex in just about every room of the house. 


Conner, as it turns out, is a whizz in the kitchen, and has 
cooked for me every night, insisting that he feed me 
whatever dessert he has on offer, and I indulge him, loving 
the pampering. We take baths together and he washes my 
hair, soaps my back, and treats me like I’m the most 
precious thing in the world. 


This is what it means to be claimed by him to belong to him. 
And I don’t want to experience anything else again. 


Though one niggling feeling has been tugging at me over 
the last couple of days. 


In the rush of excitement we certainly weren’t careful the 
first night we were together. I wasn’t anywhere close to 
thinking about protection. All I could focus on was my 
aching need for him to be inside of me, to take me and do 
what he wanted with me. And oh god how that need was 
fulfilled in bulk. 


But we should have been more careful. The thought didn’t 
occurred to me until the next day, when the headiness of 
the night wore off and my usually logical mind returned to 
me with the freshness of the new day. 


As I woke up, realizing that he had ravaged me all through 
the night, fucking me deeply until I was swollen yet still 


wanting more, not once had he worn a condom. I wondered 
if he knew something I didn’t, that he’d had a vasectomy or 
something along those lines. I didn’t want that to be true, 
and I still don’t. I want to have a future with him, to grow 
round with his child one day. But it wasn’t anything we had 
talked about. And while those thoughts were mulling over 
in my mind, he pulled me close to him and pushed himself 
so deep into me that I lost all train of thought other than 
how much harder his morning erection seemed to be, and 
how that could that even be possible? 


By the third day together, the hotel long left behind, I 
figured that he had come inside me so many times, any 
damage that could be done was likely done. 


Now, as I lay in the sun, thinking about the dates on the 
calendar, that my period should be starting soon, I wonder 
if I’m going to have it at all. I wonder what I even think 
about the idea that maybe, just maybe, I’m pregnant with 
Conner’s baby. 


I try to be logical, but I can’t help but smile at the thought. 
If it had been anyone else, or someone closer to my age, I 
might be worried, but with Conner, I’m not. If he wants it, 
he’s a man who will look after me and the baby, or the baby 
at least, the way he’s looked after me every moment we 
haven’t been tangled with each other. 


Ifhe wants it. 
But what if he doesn’t? 


I roll onto my stomach to get the sun on my back, trying to 
push the thought from my mind. That’s a bridge to cross 
when we get to it. I don’t even know if I’m pregnant or not. 
Maybe Conner isn’t fertile, and I’ve got nothing to worry 
about. I trust him enough that he would let me know if he 
wasn’t clean. With how caring he is towards me, and how 


much he works to make sure I know that I mean something 
to him, though he doesn’t tell me it other than to remind me 
that I belong to him, I can’t see him withholding something 
as important as a possible STD from me. 


All I know is that I trust him, and I’m happy. I didn’t know I 
could be this happy with someone, but I am. The time we 
spend apart from each other is spent hungering for him, 
wanting to be filled with him in some way, whether it’s with 
his body or with his words, or simply his presence. 


I look at my watch. Conner said he would likely not be back 
until later in the afternoon, promising to pick up groceries 
so we can have a barbecue this evening. I can’t get rid of 
the niggling feeling that maybe I should check. What if I am 
pregnant? Is this something I want to be gnawing at my 
thoughts when I could be enjoying the time I have with 
Conner in this house, on our own? 


Who knows how things might change once Mom and Dad 
get back. I’ve been so afraid of the answer that I haven’t 
asked. I’ve just been trying to focus on the present moment 
instead of worry about what’s to come. Future me can deal 
with that. 


Except now I can’t stop thinking about how my present 
situation might affect the future. I need to know what my 
body’s doing, if there’s something I need to be worried 
about. 


I push myself off the lounge chair and go inside to get 
dressed, find my car keys, and head to the store to find 
myself a pregnancy test. 


“What’s wrong?” Conner asks, turning away from the chick 
on the grill. 


I’m sit in a chair, facing the sun, a wide-brim hat on and 
sunglasses to hide behind. In one hand I swirl my lemonade, 
enjoying the light clink of the ice cubes in the glass. 


“Nothing,” I say, perhaps my first lie to Conner since our 
relationship began. 


“You’re pretty quiet,” he says. He turns back to the grill and 
turns the rest of the drumsticks before hooking the tongs 
on the side of the barbecue and kneeling in front of me. 


I shrug. I don’t know how to tell him what’s on my mind, the 
thing that I’ve been chewing on all day. 


He pushes my chin up to look at him with the crook of his 
finger and pulls off my hat so he can get closer to me. 


“Tell me,” he says, his voice a rumbling hum in his chest. 
Even in my worried state, it’s enough to send tendrils of 
excitement through me. My knees involuntarily spread a 
little wider for him at the sound of his voice. 


“What’s going to happen?” I ask, finally voicing the question 
I’ve been trying to avoid for the last two weeks. “I mean, 
once my parents come home, once you don’t have to stay 
here anymore, will this be done? Will I just be that girl you 
were screwing around with?” 


“Where’s this coming from?” he asks, using the space 
between my legs to come closer. 


The heat of his body reaches my want for him, despite the 
little patch of fabric between my legs. I purposely found the 
tiniest pair of shorts I could just for him, hoping that 
tempting him with my outfit might draw me out of this funk 
I’ve been in all day. 


His closeness is tantalizing, and despite my body’s aroused 
response to his proximity, I’m still too much in my head. 


“T was just thinking,” I say. “I mean, it’s probably something 
we should talk about, isn’t it?” 


“Do you think I’m going to stop wanting you once they’re 
back? That you'll no longer be mine?” 


I don’t answer. I don’t know the permanence of his 
ownership. We’ve never laid down any rules around it. I 
don’t know the parameters that we’re working within. I 
know what being his gives him the right to, which is every 
damn part of me, whenever he damn wants, and goddamn 
to I love it. But beyond that? 


“T don’t know,” I say. 


Conner’s eyes meet mine, showing me a different man than 
the one who takes possession of my body while we’re in bed 
together...or in the shower...or the laundry room. He shows 
me the part of him that wants to feed me fruit in the hot 
tub, that wants to wash and brush my hair, that wants to 
carry me to bed every night. 


He leans towards me, his hands on my thighs just above my 
knees, innocent enough, yet still arousing. Any touch from 
him gets me going. I breathe him in as his lips gently touch 
mine. His hands move behind my legs, his fingers wiggling 
between them and the chair, until they’re behind my knees, 
pulling me forward so I’m straddling him. His lips part mine 
and his kiss grows deeper, like he’s reaching into me, 
entwining us in a way that’s more than just lust. 


I whimper for him, not because I’m turned on, but because 
I know that I can’t get enough of him, and that I don’t want 
this to end. 


He pulls away, his eyes meeting mine as a smile touches his 
lips. 


“You’re mine,” he says softly. “That doesn’t change.” 


He kisses me again, delicately, briefly, his hands holding my 
legs in place at his hips. 


“What the hell is going on here!” 


In the desert heat, I go cold and pull back from Conner, my 
eyes wide. 


I don’t have to tell him that my dad has just asked that 
question, has just seen me with my legs spread across his 
best friend’s middle, with his hands on me, kissing me. 


If Conner is as panicked as I feel in this moment, he doesn’t 
show it. He turns his head and casually pulls back from me, 
rocking back onto his heels and standing up. I snap my legs 
closed and pull on my hat, not really sure what I should be 
doing. I stand next to him, then wonder if I should sit. 


“What are you doing back?” I ask, trying to sound like 
nothing is wrong. Except everything is wrong. What the hell 
are my parents doing back so early? I know Mom and Dad 
would have to find out at some point, but not like this. 


“What the hell are you doing with my daughter?” Dad 
demands, his hands balled into fists as he marches straight 
at Conner. 


CHAPTER EIGHT 


( onner 


“My daughter,” is what John said. My. That is the word that 
just came out of his mouth, and that’s the word I just cannot 
abide when it comes to Marie. Not unless I’m the one 
saying it. 


“She’s mine,” I growl, barely audible. I know that Marie is 
her own woman, and that she’s also the daughter of my 
best friend. But the fact that he was laying claim to her in 
such a way, the possessive term he used gets my blood 
boiling. 


My hands curls into fists and I tighten them, ready to throw 
the punch that will knock that word right out of his mouth. 


This is John, I remind myself. My best friend. 
If it was my daughter. 
It wouldn’t happen. 


“Dad, please,” Marie says, stepping between me and John 
as he crosses the lawn towards me. I’ve never seen him this 


angry, and I think for a moment that I don’t know this man. 
Maybe I can knock his teeth in. Lord knows I want to. 


“Stay out of this, Marie,” I tell her, putting my arm out and 
moving her behind me. 


“Get your hands off her!” John shouts, lunging into a dive at 
me. 


I pull both Marie and myself out of his way. He barely 
misses us and stumbles, only angrier. He raises his fist at 
me as he turns, ready to swing. 


“John, calm down,” I say, trying to restrain myself. I want to 
hit him and knock some sense into him. I want to punch him 
so badly, to throw him against the tree for saying Marie 
belongs to him. That she is his daughter. He might be her 
father, but she only belongs to me. 


He’s my friend, I have to remind myself. My closest friend. 
And he’s Marie’s father. I don’t want to knock sense into 
her father right in front of her. 


My words fall on deaf ears. The swing comes, and I duck out 
of the way, catching John by the wrist. 


“Marie,” I say. “Get in the house.” 
a But—” 
“Just do it!” 


She obeys, and from the corner of my eye I can see Kath at 
the sliding glass door to the yard, a phone in her hand. I 
think I can hear Marie trying to calm her mother down, 
though I can’t make it out over the heavy breathing and 
struggle of John, who’s trying to get his arm back from me. 


I twist it up behind his back, holding him in front of me as I 
wrap my arm around his chest. 


“John, it’s me. It’s Conner—” 


“You fucking bastard,” he growls. “You fucking touched my 
daughter—” 


“You’re going to have to stop calling her yours,” I warn. I 
swallow what I want to say, that I want to tell him just who 
she really belongs to. “She’s a grown woman. She belongs 
to herself.” She belongs to me. 


“She’s half your age.” 
“She’s old enough to make her own decisions,” I say. 


John stops struggling under my hold, and I loosen my grip 
to test him. He doesn’t move, and I release him. 


“John,” I say, putting my hand on his shoulder. “You have to 
know I’m not some sick old man going after younger girls.” 


“That’s exactly what it fucking looks like, you son of a 
bitch,” he says, his voice sounding defeated, though the 
anger is still there. I’m stronger than him, and he knows it. 
There’s no fight in him that can match me, especially when 
it comes to what’s mine. 


“T know how it looks,” I say. “And I was going to resist it, but 
I couldn't.” 


“Don’t,” John says. “Don’t tell me about how you couldn’t 
keep your hands off my daughter.” 


“John,” I say, letting the growl come into my voice. “You 
have to stop calling her that. She doesn’t belong to you.” 


He opens his mouth, but I stop him. I can’t hear him argue. 
Telling him that Marie belongs to me, that I’m possessive as 
fuck when it comes to her, and that I fuck her every chance 
I get to affirm that she’s mine, isn’t going to help anything. 
The second I tell him she’s mine, I know the words are 


going to spill out how I claimed her in the first place, and I 
can’t do that to him. No father wants to hear that. 


“T’ve been on my own for a long time,” I say. “I’ve been to 
Europe and seen, met, and talked with some of the most 
beautiful women in the world. Not one of them did I sleep 
with. Not one of them was I interested in. I’ve had my sights 
set on finding my one for a long time. You know this. I 
haven’t touched a woman since before I left.” 


I can see his jaw clenching as he presses his lips together 
and looks at the ground, but I know he remembers me 
telling him this over the years. 


“T haven’t been interested in any woman, and I’ve met a lot 
of them. Until I saw Marie. Right then I knew she was the 
one.” 


“Tt’s sick,” he says. 


“T know how it sounds,” I tell him. “I know, and I understand 
this is hard. It was hard for me when I felt it. I know the 
situation. I know my best friend is her father. I know her 
age. I know how this looks. But even if Marie was seventy, 
I’d still feel the way I do about her. She’s it. She’s the one. 
She’s been under my nose this whole time and I guess I was 
just waiting for her to grow up and become a woman.” 


“You changed her diapers.” 
“T promise you, I literally never think of that,” I say. 


John shakes his head, his hands on his hips. “I won’t have 
this.” 


“Look. I know how this must feel to you—” 


“You have no idea, Conner.” 


“But,” I continue. “I want you to know that you don’t have 
anything to worry about from me. I’m not using her. I’m not 
going to string her along. She’s not a status symbol for me, 
or a midlife crisis. She’s the real deal to me. I promise you 
that.” 


John sighs, chewing on his lip as he looks up at the sky, at 
the ground, anything but at me, or Marie and Kath who are 
still at the door, watching us. No doubt Kath was ready to 
call the police when John confronted me, and no doubt she’s 
making sure she doesn’t need to. 


“God damnit, Conner,” he says. “It had to be Marie.” 
“Tt had to be.” 


“Fuck.” John reaches over to the barbecue where my bottle 
of beer rests and takes a long drink of it, nearly finishing it. 
“I guess I feel more comfortable with you than any college 
boy she might bring home.” 


“You know I’m not looking for notches on my bedpost,” I 
Say. 


“Please don’t make me think about that.” 
I chuckle. “Fine. We good?” 


“Not by a long shot,” he says, finally looking at me. A smile 
small creeping across his face. “You’re a son of a bitch, you 
know that?” 


“I probably am,” I say. “But you’ll get used to calling me 
your son-in-law one day.” 


“Conner, there’s only so much I can take.” 


I start laughing, slapping my friend on the back. It’s enough 
to get him going, sharing the moment with me that we have 
something even more in common. Our adoration for Marie. 


“What are you doing back, anyway?” I ask when our 
laughter subsides. 


“We were going to spend some time on the Olympic 
Peninsula when we got back,” John says. “But it turns out 
that Kath gets seasick. She spent the cruise so miserable 
that she didn’t want to do anything else but come home. So, 
we changed our flight and caught a cab back.” 


“We weren’t going to tell you like this, you know,” I say. “At 
least, I wasn’t.” 


“T should hope not. You’re lucky I don’t believe in guns.” 
“We both know that’s not true,” I say quietly. 

“Don’t tell Kat that,” he says. 

“As long as you don’t shoot me.” 


He considers that for a moment before saying, “You drive a 
hard bargain, but I think we have a deal.” 


CHAPTER NINE 


“What were you thinking?” Mom hisses at me from the 
patio door. “That man is twice your age.” 


“Don’t, Mom,” I say. I don’t know what to say to her. I can 
hardly think about her as I watch Dad and Conner across 
the yard. What are they saying? Is Conner telling him that 
it’s just a fling, that there’s nothing to worry about, going 
back on what he told me just moments before? 


Is Dad going to kill him? 


I’ve never seen him look as angry as he did when he came 
at Conner. I never in a million years would have pictured 
him diving at someone, or trying to take a swing at anyone, 
never mind his best friend. Conner is like a brother to him. 
And there they were, Conner, wrestling him into 
submission. 


I can’t hear what they’re saying and I’m dying to know. 


“He’s your father’s age,” she says again. “You know that, 
right? He’s literally old enough to be your father.” 


“T know, Mom,” I say, keeping my eye on the yard. “I know 
all of that. We’ve been over this and talked about it. Conner 
and I are alright with that.” 


“Pm sure he is.” 
“Mom, it’s not like that. Don’t worry about it.” 
“How can you say that?” 


“Because it’s not something to worry about. I’m a grown up, 
now. I’m in college—” 


“Exactly,” she says. “You’re in college. You need to be 
focusing on your degree, not messing around with older 
men who—” 


“Who what?” I ask, facing her. “Conner got rid of my 
stalker. That guy is gone, and I haven’t seen him since the 
day after you guys left. That’s the longest I’ve gone without 
seeing him since I met him on campus. I’m alive, I’m here, 
I’m not hurting, he’s not using me. It’s fine.” 


“You don’t know what you’re doing,” Mom says, her shaking 
hands clutching onto the phone. “You’re too young for 
whatever he’s offering you, if he’s offering you anything. I 
just can’t believe Conner would do this.” 


“Conner didn’t do anything other than enter into a mutual 
and consensual relationship with me,” I say, feeling bold as 
the words come pouring from my mouth. Is that what we 
have? A relationship? I sure hope so, especially after 
whatever is happening between him and Dad. “We did this 
together. I’m not being manipulated, if that’s what you’re 
thinking.” 


They’re coming back now, Dad and Conner. While Dad just 
removed Conner’s hand from his shoulder, they’re still 
smiling. Maybe everything is alright. 


“Come on, honey,” Dad says to Mom. “Let’s get unpacked.” 
“What’s happening?” she asks. 
“TIl talk to you inside,” he says. 


They disappear into the house, Dad’s eyes not even nearing 
my direction. I watch them disappear into the house, feeling 
Conner close to me. I close the door, before I wander back 
to the other side of the yard where the barbecue is, where 
my lemonade is, and where the open window in my parents’ 
bedroom won’t pick up our conversation. 


“What happened?” I ask when we get far enough away from 
the house. 


“Its alright,” he said. “Your dad isn’t thrilled, but he’s 
coming around to the idea.” 


“You made quick work of that,” I say, glancing up toward my 
parent’s window. “Mom’s not at all happy.” 


“John will calm Kath down,” Conner says. 


“What did you say to him?” I ask. “I mean, I’m sure he 
thought you were just screwing around with me...” I’m 
probing him. I know I am. I know he said I have nothing to 
worry about before Dad interrupted us, but that’s easy to 
say when we thought they were a week and a few states 
away. But they’re not now. They’re in the house, here, right 
now, probably watching us from the window. 


“T told him I’m not screwing around with you,” he says, 
taking both of my hands in his. 


“That I’m your’s?” I say, only half joking. 


“Not quite,” he says. “If I told him that, I’d have to tell him 
how I fucked you, and I didn’t think that was going to help 
the situation.” 


“T wouldn’t think so,” I laughed. 


“There’s that smile,” he says, a grin crossing his face. His 
arms wrap around me and he pulls me to him, holding my 
head against his chest. “You’re mine,” he says, my head 
nearly vibrating with his voice. 


“T know,” I say. I bite my lower lip, knowing I need to talk to 
him about what’s been on my mind all day. I need to say it, 
need to know what’s going to happen. “But to what 
extend?” 


“What do you mean?” he asks, looking down at me. 


I look up at him and break away from his hold, folding my 
arms as I look at the ground, unable to keep his gaze while 
I say what needs to be said. “I mean, are we in a 
relationship?” 


“I think it’s clear we are. I think it means we’re in more of a 
relationship. I’ve never felt like this about anyone. Only you. 
I don’t do the things I do with you with anyone else, and I 
never have.” 


“That’s what being yours means?” I ask, hope filling me. I’m 
special. I’m his. Just for him. Except... 


“It means...you’re mine, every piece of you,” Conner says, 
his voice that deep rumble, soft, barely audible but firm. 


He steps close to me and I feel myself getting turned on just 
at the sound of him, at his nearness. But I can’t get turned 
on right now. I can’t acknowledge the wetness in my panties 
as images of every time he steps this close to me go rushing 
through my mind. The times he’s picked me up and fucked 
me on the counter, when he’s eaten me out on the back 
porch in the middle of the night while I bite the palm of my 
hand to keep myself from screaming as I orgasm. 


Does he know what he does to me? 


I shake my head. I can’t think of any of that. I need to tell 
him. I need to know how far his want for me, his owning of 
me, whatever it is, how far it goes. To what end is he willing 
to be with me? 


I take in a deep breath, trying to work up the nerve to ask 
what I have to ask. 


“Every piece of me,” I repeat. “Does that mean the baby 
that’s growing in me, too?” 


There. It’s out in the world, hovering between us in the 
evening air. 


Conner doesn’t say anything for several long, painful 
minutes. My heart is pounding in my ears, as I don’t dare 
move. I don’t want to force an answer from him, I don’t 
want to do anything that could jeopardize whatever it is 
that we have. But I want to shake him, to beg him to say 
something, anything, so that I’m not stuck in this limbo. 


“A baby?” he repeats, his words more rumble than actual 
syllables. 


I nod, feeling tears coming to my eyes. 


His hand goes to my belly. It’s big and it feels like he covers 
the entirety of my middle. 


“Right in here?” 


“Right in there,” I say, putting both of my hands on his. I try 
to blink back the moisture in my eyes, but a tear escapes 
and falls down my cheek. 


“Fuck yeah,” he says, a smile coming across his lips. “Every 
single piece of you.” 


He leans forward, his lips hovering in front of mine, his 
breath entangling with mine. His closeness makes my body 
tingle with want for him. Every nerve in me is on end, and 
the joy I feel is overwhelming. He wants me. I’m not ruined 
to him. I’m not a fling to him. He wants me. I’m his. I’m 
fucking his. 


“T love you,” he breathes before he kisses me, deep and 
passionately. 


I moan as the moment takes me away, strips reality and the 
world around us away. There is nothing else, only him. Only 
me. Right now. I wrap my arms around his neck and kiss 
him back, wanting to wrap my legs around him, wanting 
him to take me to the bedroom and show me how much he 
loves me, to let him know that I love him, to let him truly 
claim me. 


His fingers push into my hair, pulling a little at the roots, 
sending the thrill of possibly being seen, his act possessive . 


Keeping his fingers in my hair he pulls away. “Do you love 
me?” 


“I love you, Conner,” I say, knowing he wants to hear his 
name. And all I want to do is sing his name. I love him, and 
he loves me. 


“Then marry me,” he says. “Let’s give this baby a family.” 


I can barely understand what he’s saying. Marry him. Did 
he just say that? 


“Will you?” he repeats, his eyes moving between mine. 
“Yes,” I say. “I’m yours.” 


His mouth spreads into a smile. “Fucking right you’re mine. 
Let’s go give your dad a heart attack and tell him the 
news.” 


EPILOGUE 


ONE YEAR LATER 


It’s amazing that there are moments you can steal, even 
when you’re the bride, where you’re separate from the 
world. You can watch everyone going about their own lives 
in the same place, and simply watch them. 


I’ve found such a moment and I’m grateful for it. I ease 
myself back in the chair at an empty table, watching my 
friends and extended family make complete asses out of 
themselves on the outdoor dance floor. It’s been a long few 
months between growing and having a baby and planning a 
wedding, but Conner, baby Jack, and I finally got here, and 
I’m so happy we did. 


I spy Mom on the far side of the tables, swaying to the 
music with Jack in her arms, making his little hand go up 
with the beat. My poor baby has no idea what’s going on, 
only that there’s a lot of noise. But I have to admit he’s 
adorable in his little suit, but I might be more than a little 
biased in saying my son is the handsomest single guy at the 
party. At least I won’t have to leave him with his 


grandparents and feel guilty for the next few days. Tonight, 
at least, he’ll be wiped out. 


I feel a warm hand on my shoulder, and goosebumps flood 
over me. 


“It’s some party,” Conner says, offering me his hand so I can 
stand. 


“People are enjoying themselves,” I say, smiling as he twirls 
me to face him, my dress spinning out around me. It’s nota 
fancy dress, but something that resembles the one I wore 
the first night Conner stayed at my house when my parents 
went away. He insisted on it, and I can’t say no to him. Not 
when he’s given me everything I could possibly want. 


“Are you?” He presses his hand to my lower back, moving 
me so that I’m against him as he starts to move our bodies 
from side to side, swaying lazily with the music. 


“More than I thought I could,” I say. 


“You know, just because you’re married and have a baby, 
doesn’t mean you can’t go back to school next fall,” he says. 


“This again? Now?” I laugh. “We’ve been over this. I have 
everything I want.” 


When I found out I was pregnant, I knew I couldn’t go back 
to school. It wasn’t a big deal. For the first time in my life I 
realized that I didn’t actually have to get a college degree if 
I didn’t want one. It was a huge relief, seeing as I still 
hadn’t decided what I wanted my degree to be. Not 
everyone needs to go on to have a career. Some people can 
be happy with a family, and that was what I felt was right 
for me. That was all I wanted. Conner and our family. 


“You might want a career later, once all the kids are out of 
the nest,” he says. 


“And then I'll go to college right alongside them and 
embarrass the hell out of them,” I say, not batting an eye at 
his suggestion of having more than one child. It’s already 
been decided, we’re going for a litter. “I kind of love the 
idea, actually. I can keep them in check.” 


“Jeez, talk about a helicopter mom,” he laughs. 


Conner spins me around, watching my skirt float up as he 
does so. 


“You’re not wearing underwear under your wedding dress,” 
he says, pulling me close to him. 


“T’m not,” I say. 


“You know, you’re supposed to wear white to represent 
your purity,” he says, his fingers playing with the hem of my 
dress. “We both know what a dirty girl you are.” 


“And who’s fault is that?” I ask, feeling my knees weaken 
just a little at the thought of his hand moving under my skirt 
and between my legs. 


“You asked for it,” he reminds me. 
“Yes I did.” 


“Pm going to enjoy hearing you ask for me to ruin you 
again.” Conner lowers his head so his lips are just next to 
my ear. “And I’m going to spend from now until that 
moment making you beg for my cock to be buried inside 
you.” 


I bite my lip as I turn my head to him, feeling my breathing 
quicken. 


“I’m going to pound you so hard you won’t be able to walk 
straight,” he says in my ear before his tongue slips out of 
his mouth and runs up its edge. “And then I’m going to lick 


you until you’re screaming my name and don’t know what 
day it is.” 


“Mmm,” I hum, knowing just how amazing that tongue of 
his can be. 


“You think we’re going to get any sleep while we’re on our 
honeymoon, because that’s not what it’s about,” he says. 
“My cock is already hard and ready.” 


My breathing is already heavy just thinking about it. 
Something about him, even after a year together, I still 
hunger for him, always. I still get wet thinking about the 
things he does to me, about how deeply he dives into me, 
about how much he stretches and makes me beg for more 
from him. 


Part of me is wishing I was wearing panties, now that my 
thighs are getting wet. 


“You know,” I say, “we’ve still got a couple of hours before 
we can leave for our honeymoon. I can make this just as 
hard for you as you’re making it for me.” 


A smile creeps across his face, and hunger flashes in his 
eyes. I know that look. That look makes my nipples go hard 
every time. 


“That’s a couple of hours too long,” he says. “You’re mine 
now. All mine, and I’m going to remind you just what that 
means. And you bet your sweet ass I’m hard for you.” 


“T might need reminding,” I say. “I kind of got lost during 
our VOWS.” 


My back is to the party, but his hand moves between us, 
feeling down my front to my pelvis through my dress. His 
fingers curve under, pressing on my wet lips and I feel the 
wetness of my need for him on my inner thighs. 


“Do you need me to show you?” 


He puts more pressure on my lips, his finger beginning to 
spread them a little through the fabric. I’m going to need to 
wash this dress or get changed before I face everyone 
again. 


I nod, whimpering. 

“Say it.” 

“Conner, show me who I belong to.” 
“Who do you belong to?” 

“You.” 

“Are you sure?” 


“No,” I breathe as he begins to rub me. “Show me. Remind 
me who I belong to.” 


He growls, deep in his chest. I don’t need to look down or to 
press against him to know how hard he is. And oh god how I 
want him in that instant, his cock to be buried inside of me. 
He has a way with me that makes me more than weak in the 
knees. It makes me damn near delirious. 


In one easy move, he scoops me up, my legs dangling over 
his arm as he carries me out of sight. I glance over his 
shoulder at the guests, at my parents for little baby Jack, to 
make sure none of them notice. 


I ache for him. It’s been a long time since we’ve made love, 
and not for lack of want. Between planning the wedding 
and having a small baby, finding time alone has been tricky. 
But every time, Conner never fails to worship me, to make 
me feel as desired as our first time together, savoring my 
taste, and tending to my every want. 


We waited for the wedding, not wanting to have the 
additional stress while I was pregnant, and I certainly didn’t 
want to fit a dress while I was growing a baby inside me. 
During my whole pregnancy, Conner was attentive, would 
read to the baby every night before he would massage my 
feet and tuck me into bed, holding me close to him all 
through the night. 


But now I don’t want him to hold me. I want him to do 
exactly as he says remind me who I belong to. 


Our wedding was just outside Heron Lake, and while we 
weren’t honeymooning far, just on the other side of the 
lake, we certainly weren’t going to make that trek for a 
quickie. That much I could depend on from Conner. 


He take me to the boat house, filled with canoes and kayaks 
waiting to be used. 


“This is a bit public, don’t you think?” I ask. 


“That’s what you said about that window in the hotel after 
our first date,” he says. “You still didn’t mind me pressing 
you against it and fucking you until you screamed my 
name.” 


I giggle. “That was a little different.” 


“Its our wedding,” he says. “Anyone dumb enough to go 
snooping around places like these during a wedding 
deserves to walk in on people.” 


“They might like that, you know.” 


“Not as much as I'll like showing them your fucking mine 
while I bend you over one of these stands of canoes.” 


He kisses me, hard, pushing his tongue into my mouth and 
making me wet. I know the talents of his mouth, intimately, 


and the things he’s doing to my tongue with his I’ve 
experienced all over my body. 


He lowers me to my feet, his hand already under my dress 
moving up the inside of my thigh. I spread my legs a little, 
feeling the cool air on my shaved, wet lips, manicured just 
for this occasion. He runs the tip of his finger along my slit 
and my breathing wavers, shuddering with my want for 
him. 


“Do you know how fucking sexy you look in this wedding 
dress?” he says. “I’m going to put another baby in you, right 
here, right now.” 


He dips his finger toward my opening and pauses. “Fuck 
your pussy is hot and wet for me. I’m going to dive so deep 
in there I’m gong to split you in two.” 


I curl my fingers into his shirt, holding onto him as I wrap 
my leg around him. I want his touch, I’m aching for his 
touch. “Fuck me,” I breathe. 


“What’s that?” 
“Fuck me, Conner.” 
“Now where are your manners?” 


He pushes my leg down and turns me around so I’m facing 
one of the stacks of canoes, which comes up just above my 
hips. Beyond it is another two rows of boats and then the 
lake through the window, bright blue and rippling in the 
breeze. The party sounds like it’s miles away, but all I can 
focus on is the tingling of my want coursing through me as 
Conner lifts my dress over my ass, running his hands along 
my skin. 


He spreads my cheeks, and I know he’s looking at me, 
enjoying the view. I fucking love it when he looks at me, 


when he takes the time to feel and examine my body, 
appreciating me. It makes me feel like I’m the only woman 
there is, the only true woman, and I’m all his for his 
enjoyment. 


And god do I love his enjoyment. 


His hand runs up my back, and I hear him undoing his belt 
buckle, pulling apart his slacks, letting loose that cock of 
his. Conner presses in behind me, edging his shaft between 
my ass cheeks as he puts pressure on my back, urging me 
to bend forward. 


“Fuck you’re wet for me,” he says, his voice rumbling 
behind me. 


“Conner,” I moan at the sound of his voice, knowing what he 
has that I want. “Please.” 


“Please what?” 
“Claim me,” I beg. “Take me.” 


His hand moves into my hair and he pulls at the roots, 
enough to bring my head back, to bring a little sting, and 
enough to turn me on more than I already was. 


“When I’m good and ready,” he says. 


His free fingers move down my ass, pushing apart my 
cheeks again before they find my opening. He swirls a 
finger around my entrance, making me shudder with want, 
before sliding it between my folds and to my clit. 


I whimper at his touch, knowing how swollen my clit is for 
him, how sensitive it is. He won’t need to spend any time 
there at all to get me off. 


Conner’s hand lets go of my hair and slides back down my 
dress, to my ass, while he nudges my legs further apart. 


I cry out, clapping my hand over my mouth when I feel his 
tongue on my pussy, licking my nectar before he moves to 
my clit, eating me out from behind. 


“Holy fuck,” I breathe, trying to keep my voice down. 


He holds a hand over my ass, keeping it in place, gripping it 
as his tongue flutters over my clit, pushing me almost 
instantly to ecstasy. 


“I’m going to come,” I whisper, nearly whining, mostly 
pleading for him to let me come. 


His finger takes over my clit while his tongue moves to my 
entrance, pushing inside, exploring my walls, stimulating all 
my nerves and making me so much wetter. I moan wanting 
him to keep licking me, wanting him to fuck me. Just 
wanting him. 


He slaps my ass. Once. Twice. On the third one, I’m over the 
edge, bucking back, wanting to ride his face into oblivion. 


Conner doesn’t wait for my orgasm to subside before he’s 
standing behind me, pushing the massive head of his cock 
into my pulsing pussy. I bite the palm of my hand as I try to 
keep quiet, and hold on to the other side of the canoe trying 
to brace myself. 


His fingers dig into my hips as he slams me back against 
him, harder and harder. 


“Who do you belong to?” 
“You!” I cry. 
“Who the fuck do you belong to? 


“You, Conner!” I yell, unable to contain myself. “I belong to 
you. Claim me.” 


He slaps my ass again. “ You’re fucking mine, Marie. You’re 
mine.” 


He moves his hand between my ass cheeks again, spreading 
them. I love it when he does that, watching that massive 
dick pummel into me, always eliciting that deep rumble of 
his voice in his chest that makes me wet at the sound of it. 


His thumb moved between my cheeks, landing on my ass, 
just hovering there, moving with his movement just at the 
opening, no more. 


“Your ass is mine, Marie,” he says. 


“My ass is yours, Conner,” I repeat. “God, I’m all yours. I’m 
all yours, Conner.” 


He pushed his thumb, not enough to go in, but enough to 
stimulate the erotic naughtiness of it. He’s never played 
with my ass before, and this is something new. I don’t know 
where I want it to go, only that I just want to be filled with 
Conner. 


“Fuck your asshole’s hot,” he says. “One day I’m going to fill 
it with my cock, the same way I’m filling your pussy.” 


“Oh god,” I moan. “Oh fuck, Conner, I’m getting close.” 


“You’re not sitting down for the rest of this wedding,” he 
says, increasing his pace, pounding harder into me. My 
fingers reach to grip onto something, anything, but they 
slide on the waxy surface of the canoe. 


“Fuck me harder,” I cry. “Oh god, I’m so close.” 


“Come for me, baby,” he says. “Come for me while I fill you 
with my seed. I’m going to shove my seed so deep inside 
you, you'll know you’re mine.” 


“Conner, I’m coming.” 


“Where are you coming?” 
“T’m coming all over your dick. I’m yours Conner.” 


His voice is loud, intense, rough, and the thing to make me 
completely lose touch with reality as I climax, feeling his 
body tense, as he slams my hips against him. I know he’s 
finishing inside me. I love when he comes in me. 


Conner kisses the back of my neck as I regain focus, 
remembering that we’re in a public place, remembering 
that the entire wedding must have heard me screaming 
Conner’s name. 


“T think it’s safe to say that everyone knows what we were 
up to,” I say as I turn my head to kiss him. 


He pulls out of me and helps me stand, despite my 
shakiness in my heels. He straightens out my dress for me 
before putting himself away and doing his pants back up. 


“At least there’s no question who you belong to,” he says, 
smirking. “Come on, let’s get you cleaned up before we cut 
the cake.” 


EXTENDED EPILOGUE 


FIVE YEARS LATER 


( onner 


“Daddy,” Anne says, tugging at my pant leg as I flip the 
burgers. “You’re supposed to show us how to play.” 


“Just a second, honey,” I say, moving on to the hot dogs. 
“Let me just turn these and then we’ll have Mommy take 
over, alright?” 


“Tt’s fine,” Marie says, approaching me with her hand on 
her swollen belly. Kid number three is due in as couple of 
months, and she shines just as brightly as she did when she 
was carrying Jake. She puts her other hand on my back. 
“Go play t-ball with the kids.” 


“I just need you to keep an eye on the meat,” I tell her. 


“I’m sure I can turn it as well,” she laughs. “I have 
barbecued before, you know. Besides, if I’m here we'll 
actually get those vegetables on the grill this time.” 


“Barbecue’s about the meat, not rabbit food,” I growl, 
though I can’t keep the serious face when she shoves me. 


“Go. Play with your children.” 


“Careful,” I say. “Or you’re going to earn yourself a 
spanking.” 


“Shhh,” she hisses through her giggles. “Don’t let the kids 
hear that.” 


“What?” I say, passing her the tongs. “It lets them know 
that even grown-ups get punished.” 


“Not the same thing.” 
Marie stands on her tip toes and kisses me. 


We’ve been together six years, and I still can’t get enough 
of her kisses. I knew I made the right decision to marry her. 
I knew that she was the one as soon as I laid eyes on her, 
and there hasn’t been one day since that I’ve doubted it. 


“I knew you’d regret getting Anne that thing,” Marie says, 
putting her hand on her back and stretching. 


“There’s nothing to regret here, baby,” I say. I turn to Anne 
who has the bat. 


“I want a go,” Jack says. 


“Now hold on,” I tell him. “It’s your sister’s birthday 
present, she gets to go first, okay?” 


Jack crosses his arms but nods his head. Marie gives me 
that same look when she doesn’t get her own way, too. 


“Hold the bat like this,” I tell Anne, showing her where to 
place her hands on the plastic bat. “Be careful when you 
swing it. You don’t want to hit anyone.” 


“Maybe Jack,” she says. 


I stifle a laugh. “No, you don’t want to hit anyone, even your 
brother. Okay, let me see your swing.” 


I stand back and watch her swing the bat down like she’s 
chopping wood. Both Jack and I laugh, and I can hear Marie 
giggling behind us. 


“Almost, honey,” I say. “But you need to swing from side to 
side, not up and down. Like the guys on tv when we watch 
the game together.” 


She nods, letting her head fall forward so her auburn curls 
fall over her face. She takes a couple more swings, putting 
so much weight into it she falls over. I chuckle, and help her 
back to her feet. 


“Alright, that’s good,” I say. “Let’s try and hit the ball now, 
Shall we?” 


“Yeah!” 
“I'm pitcher!” Jack calls. 


“Actually, this isn’t like when we play catch,” I say. “This is t- 
ball. That means, that it sits on the t, like this.” 


I steady the ball on the stand that had been knocked over 
while the kids rough-housed with each other. Jack and I 
have play catch any night it’s warm out. His hands are stilla 
little too small to handle a football, but I show him how to 
spiral a small foam one on other nights. I wanted to wait 
until Anne got a little bit older before we got a bat involved. 
Now, they’ll be able to play together. I’m still not sure how 
the two will work together, but I’m sure they’ll figure 
something out. Kids always do. 


I position Anne in front of the t. 


“Keep your eye on the ball,” I say. “Don’t close your eyes 
when you swing, just swing. You got it?” 


“Oh-tay,” she says, mimicking The Little Rascals. 


I chuckle. “Alright! Batter up!” 


I stand back, and watch Anne eye the ball like it’s her arch 
enemy, holding the bat straight out to the side of her hip. 
She pulls it back, and spins around, the bat hitting the 
stand. The ball tumbles to the ground. 


“You hit it, Sissy!” Jack yells. “You have to run the bases!” 


Anne takes off running around the yard screaming, her 
hands waving in the air. She gets to the fence and slaps it 
before she runs to another corner of the yard, slapping the 
fence, and continues until she’s hit every wooden post and 
board in the yard. 


Marie and I burst out laughing at her excitement as she 
runs back to her brother, giving him a hug and a wet kiss on 
the cheek before running to Marie. Marie scoops her up in 
her arms and gives her a squeeze before putting her back 
down. 


“Good job,” I say putting up my hand. “High five.” 
“No, Daddy,” she says. “You’re supposed to hug me.” 


“Alright, honey,” I say. Jack runs over to me to get in on the 
cuddle action, and I pretend the weight of them topples me 
over. 


In giggles I reel the kids in with each arm, giving them a 
squeeze. 


“Okay, Anne, give your brother a turn.” 


“Let me show you how to do it,” Anne says to Jack as she 
leads him to the bat. 


I pick myself off the lawn and return to the barbecue. 


“You’re burning it,” I say. 


“You shut your mouth, Conner,” Marie says, swatting my 
hand away from the tongs. 


“Only if you kiss it,” I say, bending my head to meet her lips. 
“Just like that.” 


“T love you,” she says, smiling. 


“T love you.” 
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